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	1. Chapter 1

**Berk was an isolated and small Viking island, devoid of any other season but winter. **Hiccup sighed as he walked through the deep woods, dragging his feet through the thick blanket of snow. His father, Stoick the Vast, Chief of Berk, had allocated him the task of collecting firewood for his people. By his side was Toothless, Hiccup's Night Fury. The dragon's scales were shining black, hints of navy and grey shimmering through in the weak winter sun. The dragon was moderately small for a dragon, but still huge in comparison to Hiccup's lean body. His wings were neatly folded against his back, and his teeth retracted as he strode happily alongside his trainer, his feet leaving a large set of prints behind him. Hiccup watched the dragon jump around in the snow, his large gummy smile making Hiccup laugh as he patted the animal's head. "It's a good thing you like the snow, bud. At least one of us does." The dragon grumbled in response, his giant tongue stretching out in an attempt to lick Hiccup.

A playful voice interrupted them. "You're not a fan of my work?"

Hiccup yelled and threw all the firewood into the air, waving his hands about maniacally in a bid to look threatening. His voice shook, and he coughed to steady it. "Who-who's there?"

"Oh, he hears me. Now _that's _interesting." The mystery voice said again, although no matter how hard Hiccup looked he couldn't find a body to match it.

Toothless growled and snarled, his non-existent teeth suddenly descending from his gums. His ears flattened against his head, and he moved his long black body around Hiccup, protecting him. Hiccup gulped worriedly and took a breath, "Whoever's speaking should come out now, or my dragon will not be very happy. And you don't w-want him to be mad."

Jack laughed and leaped down from the trees, his slowed decent landing him gracefully in the snow. He shook his head, the pure white hair seeming to give of it's own glow. "Alright, alright. Hi, name's Jack. Jack Frost."

Hiccup's eyes widened as he took the stranger in. He was tall and slim, his pale white body clad only in brown cut off trousers with frayed ends, and an electric blue hoodie. Frost covered the hood and the sleeves, crawling up his arms like intricate vines. His hair was long and whiter than the snow, and seemed to move even though there was no wind. His eyes were ever brighter than his jumper, the irises a swirling mix of different shades of blue. In his hand was a long wooden staff, curved at the top. He looked like the human embodiment of winter. "Why were you up in the trees?" He asked breathily.

"Just admiring my work. And I happened to hear you and your, ah...dragon." Jack's pale lips pulled into a lopsided smile, and Hiccup felt the blood run to his face. "You never told me your name."

"Oh!" Hiccup exclaimed, running a hand through his messy brown hair. "It's uh, I'm uh, Hiccup! My name is Hiccup."

"That's a bit of a weird name." A chuckle escaped Jack's mouth.

Hiccup's cheeks were fast becoming the colour of berries, they were that red. "Yeah, I know. It's just like, parents name their children hideous names to keep them safe from gnomes and trolls and stuff." He gave a half smile. "As if our wonderful Viking demeanor wouldn't do that already."

Jack let out a belt of laughter, and Hiccup felt the knot of fear inside him loosen. "What about winter spirits?"

"Huh?"

"Does your name keep you safe from winter spirits?" Jack said lightly, a playing tone to his voice.

Hiccup swore the strange boy winked at him, and he blushed furiously. Again. "Ah, well, I-I don't know. Is that what you are? A, w-winter spirit?"

Jack leaned against his staff lightly. "Yep, that's me."

"No...no, you can't be. What type of name is Jack for a winter spirit?" Hiccup shook his head, thin arms folding as he presented this to Jack.

Somewhat shocked and a tad amused, Jack gave a grin. "I believe your name for me is Jokul Frosti. But you can call me Jack."

Hiccup felt his mouth open. He gently patted Toothless' head, not fully aware that the beast was still quietly grumbling at Jack. "Jokul Frosti... but, but aren't you meant to be an elf? You don't look like an elf. You're all tall and slim and really.." Hiccup lost his train of thought looking at the boy. "Uh, I mean you don't have pointy ears either."

Jack's eyebrows raised. _He was really what?_ "Well, nobody ever gets it right. So very few ever have the privilege of seeing me. Or speaking to me."

"So why am I one of the lucky few?" Smiling, Hiccup cocked his head.

"You believe in me. This whole village does, albeit in a different form, which is why I guess I've never been noticed here. But you...there must be something special about you." Jack's hand twitched as if to reach out, but it stayed still.

Smiling at the ground, the dark haired boy shook his head. "I'm many things, an idiot, clumsy and awkward, to name a few, but I am _not _special."

The next thing Hiccup felt was a finger under his chin, lifting his head up. His electric blue eyes stared intently into the bright green of Hiccup's, and his voice was soft, but certain. "You are a dragon trainer. I've visited Berk many times, I know how it used to be. I know that you changed it. It takes someone special to do that."

Hiccup was silent for a while, his breaths coming faster this close to the ethereal boy in front of him. He gave a gentle smile, somewhat resisting an urge to wrap his fingers around Jack's wrist. "Show me what you can do."

Jack took the change of conversation in his stride and gave a lop sided grin. Challenge accepted. "Alright. First off, I can fly." Before Hiccup could respond, Jack wrapped his arm around Hiccup's waist, yanked him close and took a leap into the air.

The wind propelled them straight up, gently blowing their hair around. Jack gave a grin as Hiccup clung to him, unused to flying without his dragon. Toothless was still on ground, desperately trying to fly up and meet them, but unable to. After a few failed attempts he gave up, and opted to stare at them instead, searching for any signs of danger. Hiccup bent his head down and yelled to his friend. "Hey, buddy! It's okay, don't fire." He turned to face Jack. "You could've told me you were going to do that."

"I'm spontaneous. Sue me." Jack smiled, descending back down softly next to the dragon.

Recovering his breath, Hiccup looked up, and after a few seconds, coughed and de-tangled himself from Jack. "What else can you do?"

Jack waved his staff, and it started snowing. When Hiccup cursed, he laughed, lifted his hand, and the snow ceased. "Don't you like the snow?"

"It snows nine months of the year here, and hails the other three." Hiccup sighed exasperatedly. "Because of you?"

Jack took a leap and landed softly on top of his staff, his balance perfect. The staff stayed still, and he crouched down, tilting his head to the side. "Not completely. I mean every country has its basic weather. I just come along and spice things up. I make it fun."

"Oh yeah, I'm having so much fun. Now help me pick these logs up." Hiccup muttered, eyeing Jack up. He bent down to start picking up all the logs that littered the ground.

"You wouldn't know fun if it bit you in the ass." Jack snickered. Hiccup straightened his spine, and dropped the logs. He walked over to his dragon, and scratched his ear.

"Oh, I can guarantee I know fun. Hop on." Toothless flashed Jack a toothy grin.

Recoiling, Jack put his hands up. "Uh..no thanks, I don't do dragons. Wind-only type of guy."

"You scared? Here I thought that someone as _fun _as you wouldn't be afraid of the big bag dragon." Hiccup taunted, climbing onto the dragon's back. His hands took the reins, and his foot latched into place. His amputated leg clipped into it's place, and he gave it a test twist, moving the fake tail in the process. "Good to go, Toothless."

Jack's pale cheeks twinged pink. "Fine, I'll do it. It's not that bad."

Gingerly he climbed onto Toothless' back, and wrapped his arms around Hiccup's slender waist. He carefully set his staff down on the snow, and locked his legs tightly to the dragon's torso. Snickering, Hiccup gripped the reins and called out, and the dragon lurched. Jack wailed and clung to Hiccup as hard as he could. He wasn't used to the rocking motion a dragon flew with, or the rough takeoff. When he felt Hiccup's chest moving with suppressed laughter, he opened his eyes. They were above the clouds, and the dragon flew now with such ease that Jack wouldn't have known they were still flying if it wasn't for the wind blowing his hair back.

Jack grinned, his hands still wound round Hiccup's waist. He rested his head on the boy's shoulder. "Wow."

"Pretty cool, right?"

"Very. But where's the fun?"

"You asked for it." Grinning wildly, with a sense of freedom, Hiccup yanked the reins, and down they went.

Jack let loose a yell as they plummeted, daring to lift a hand into the air. The dragon spread its wings and flew back upwards, using the momentum to spin and twirl. They were fast approaching a large series of rocks, miles into the air, and Jack inhaled. "Those gaps look thin...can we make that?"

In response, Hiccup grinned. He latched his left foot into the stirrup, pushing down on it. The mechanical half of Toothless' tail shot out, and as Hiccup yanked the reins to the side, the Dragon seems to flatten out it's body as they sailed through the first gap. The team worked together, turning and pulling and shifting their position in seconds to fit through. Jack could feel his heart enter his mouth with every twist, this was the most exhilarated he'd ever felt. Eventually, they made it out the collection of cliffs, and Jack breathed a sigh of relief.

"Okay, you have skill. That was amazing." He said, his lips at the other boy's ear.

Hiccup tried not to shiver. He was uncomfortably aware that Jack still had a hand wrapped around his waist, and his icy touch felt more like fire. "Thanks. Wanna do a loop?"

"Bring it."

At Hiccup's command, Toothless soared upwards, his huge wings batting them further, higher, faster. Jack raised his hands at the top of the loop and yelled. Just as Hiccup turned round to look at him, The scream fell from Jack's lips and he detached from the dragon's back. Jack fell straight down, the momentum spinning and turning his thin body beyond control. He screamed, trying desperately to right himself so he could fly. Suddenly, a strong hand gripped Jack's, and lifted him up with a strength he would not have paired to Hiccup's slender frame. He found himself back on the dragon's back, Hiccup's emerald eyes drinking him in.

"You okay?" He asked worriedly, scanning him for any signs of injury.

Jack threw his head back and laughed. "Now that was fun. I'm great, thanks to you."

Hiccup sighed. "You could have died!"

"Ah, not exactly. I can fly." Jack said wisely.

"Didn't seem to look like it when you were spiraling down." He muttered, a hint of a smile on his lips.

"I'm not even sure I can die. I've never tried." He said thoughtfully.

Hiccup wondered. "How old are you?"

"I'm not sure, it's hard for me to measure time. I've been alive for a long time. I've lived with the moon, grew with the sun, existed with the planet. I'm as much a part of it as the trees and the lakes and the hills,and all the animals. I'm connected to it, just like you are." He said softly.

Hiccup's eyes widened. "Are you a God? Are you from Asgard?"

Jack smiled gently. "I'm no God. There is more than just your Gods in this world. Everything exists, everything is linked. You for instance believe in Odin, and Freya. You believe in Valhalla, and Hel, and Folkvangr, where you will go after death. Elsewhere in the world, Christians and Catholics believe in one God, and heaven and hell. They only exist because you believe."

Hiccup bit his lip. "So what's real?"

"All of it. None of it. It only exists because you believe. After all, you believe in me, and I exist. But only to you. You get me?" Jack said, his hand lazily snaking around Hiccup's waist again.

Hiccup blushed and nodded. "Yeah. I get it, the world is more than what I see. How do you like this type of flying?"

"It's brilliant. Toothless is certainly exceptional. His rider more so." He said quietly, his ice cold hand petting the rough scales on the dragons back.

Hiccup smiled as they descended, landing softly where they took off. Jack slid off and picked up his staff, leaning against it fondly. His hands trailed up and down the wood, humming with the power coursing through it. Hiccup caught this with his eye and smiled.

"Want me to give you some privacy?" Hiccup sniggered.

Jack made a snowball by waving his hand and whacked it off his shoulder. "No thanks, it's not my type."

"What is?"

"Hm?" Jack tilted his face up to look at the boy.

"What is your type?" Hiccup asked, almost sheepishly.

Jack grinned. "Wouldn't you like to know?"

Hiccup puffed his chest out and flicked his hair away from his eyes. "Pfft, I don't care. I was just curious."

Jack smiled softly, his lips quirking up in a way that stirred butterflies in Hiccup's stomach. "What can I do for you for saving my life?"

Hiccup waved his hand. "Nothing, it's fine."

"How about a kiss?" Jack raised his eyebrow, a blossom of hope seeded in his stomach.

"W-what?" Hiccup stammered, unsure he'd even heard right. "A kiss? Like, between you and me?"

Jack stepped closer, standing about a head taller than Hiccup. "Exactly like that."

Hiccup was speechless. He couldn't deny that he felt an attraction to Jack, like something was pulling him towards the white haired boy with the electric blue eyes. But there was so much to consider, his family, his friends. However, what he felt with Jack was much more electrifying than what he felt with Astrid, and suddenly he felt confused all over again. Finally he opened his mouth to speak. "Tell you what, you beat me in a race next time we meet, and you'll get your kiss."

Jack leaned against his staff. "And if I lose?"

"Who knows? Maybe if you believe you'll win, it'll happen." Hiccup laughed and shook his head.

Jack blinked and waved his staff. A small torrent of snowflakes flew around Hiccup, making him shiver through his thin green knit sweater. They flew around him, landing in his soft hair. With a gentle smile, Jack nodded. "Till next time, Hiccup."

With a gust of wind, he was gone, and all that remained was the echo of Hiccup's name on his lips. Sighing softly, Hiccup sat down against Toothless, kicking the abandoned sticks with his foot. "Till next time, Jack."


	2. Chapter 2

**Two months had passed since that night.** Hiccup was hopeful, running to see if any new snow that touched the ground was Jack's, or if the breeze that whipped his hair up was due to a wave of his staff. Unfortunately, as the weeks passed, Hiccup found that his hopefulness was fast disappearing. He hadn't seen any sign of Jack since then, and began to wonder if he was ever coming back, or even if he was real. He remembered walking home that night, at least an hour late, and with minimal sticks to show for his journey. His father, a massive man with arms the size of barrels and a beard the colour of rust, had asked him why he was so late. He remembered shrugging, apologizing to the man, and saying he went out for a ride on Toothless, and lost track of time. Hiccup sat in his room, an old stick of charcoal in his hand. He looked at his dragon, who lazily popped one eye open to look at his master. Shaking his head with a rueful smile, Hiccup let his mind wander and began to sketch the dragon, as he often did. He thought about Jack as he drew. How would he know where Hiccup lived? How would he see him again? Would he see him again? He bit his lip as he smudged the thick black lines of the drawing. He felt much too worried by this. It was all he could think about. As he looked down, he blanched. He hadn't drawn Toothless at all, he'd drawn Jack! Mentally cursing, he ripped the page out and crumpled it, placing his free hand to his forehead and sighing.

"What's up with you?" He heard a familiar voice say. Hiccup turned round and saw his best friend, and girlfriend, behind him.

"Hello, to you too." He muttered, shoving the crumpled paper into the fire.

Astrid sighed and punched him lightly on the shoulder, but the force was enough to knock Hiccup's skinny frame flying. "Sorry, hello. Now why were you all frustrated?"

Hiccup blinked at her, searching for a reason. "Oh, because I drew Toothless, but it didn't look right."

Astrid mulled this over. "Hm. That's weird, you usually always draw him perfect."

"My hand slipped this time." He said quickly, wishing she would stop talking about it. He didn't want to be thinking of Jack any more, it was hurting him to even imagine he'd never see him again. "How did you get into my house?"

Astrid looked at him like he was stupid. "Your dad let me in? As he always does?"

"Oh, oh yeah. Sorry." Hiccup shook his head in a desperate attempt to clear all thought if Jack away.

"Hey," She said excitedly. "Why don't you draw me?"

"Oh, um, I don't know, Astrid. I've never tried people before, I might mess it up." He said worriedly.

"Just practice for a bit, and tomorrow after the games you can draw me." She said with a smile.

Hiccup looked at her. She was pretty, there was no doubt about that. Tall and slim, but built with muscle, she was as good a Viking as any. Her hair was a bright blonde, twisted around her head in numerous pleats. Her eyes were light blue, like the colour of the morning sky. Hiccup noticed that compared to Jack's, no blue really matched up. Still, he gave her a small smile. He couldn't deny he was fond of her, she did make him feel happy. "Alright, I'll give it a try. Don't punch me if I mess it up."

Astrid grinned, showing a set of wide white teeth. "Don't mess it up then."

Rolling his eyes, Hiccup gave a small chuckle, and felt Astrid's lips quickly touch his cheek. She stood up, and nodded at his dragon. "Wanna go for a ride?"

Hiccup pursed his lips. "Sure. Where to?"

"Anywhere!" She said, pulling him off the bed. "Let's go."

They flew through the sky, the harsh winter wind nipping at their faces. It turned the tips of their noses and ears red, giving them an oddly childlike appearance. They flew with ease, and for a fleeting moment Hiccup remembered taking Jack for a ride above the clouds. Shaking his head, he pulled on the reins of his dragon and turned and twisted, doing lightning quick moves that Astrid's bulky dragon could not. He raised his eyebrows at her, challenging her. She grinned at him, not one to give up without a fight. She flew her dragon higher and higher, using the momentum to turn the large beast's body upside down. Quickly she detached as the dragon righted itself, falling through the air. She signaled to hiccup and he laughed, understanding what he had to do. Quickly, he positioned Toothless underneath her, and she landed with a soft _thump_ behind Hiccup. He nodded his head in approval. "Alright, that was good."

"Wouldn't have worked without you." She said, her voice soft.

Hiccup felt her arms wrap around him, and he had to fight to keep his body relaxed. Something felt wrong about feeling hers arms around him. He had felt her embrace a hundred times, and Jack's only once, but he knew that they were different. With Jack, he felt different. All over again. he felt confused, and angry. What was he feeling? Why was he feeling like that?

Astrid felt his body stiffen. She motioned for him to descent, her dragon following behind them. As they touched ground, she looked at him worriedly. "Hiccup," she said. "Are you okay?"

Stuck in emotional turmoil, Hiccup took a breath. "I um, I have a question."

"Shoot."

"Okay...Astrid, do you think the Gods will punish us for being different?" He asked hesitantly.

She tilted her head in confusion. "Different? Different how?"

"Different like...liking another man. If..if you were a man." Hiccup said quietly, blush creeping up his neck.

Astrid's eyes widened as she took in his words. Finally, her mouth set in a line, she shook her head. "I don't know, Hiccup. Every man has the duty of marrying and creating life, extending the clan. It's cowardice to shun marriage with the females, you'll get punished for being a fuðflogi. I don't think the Gods would mind, as long as the man in question was still powerful, still manly, still a leader. You know there's nothing the gods and the tribes hate more than cowardice. Why are you asking me this, Hiccup?"

Hiccup mulled over what she said. He knew himself what the Gods wanted, but he was hoping that hearing it from someone else's mouth would make it easier to understand. It didn't. "Just...I saw some boys in the village a few days ago. Together. I was just worried for them, because they're good kids you know? They don't deserve punishment."

Astrid's eyes softened. "You have a big heart, Hiccup. But you know that a man's first duty is to marry and have children. Two men in a relationship together can't both be the leaders, one will have to subject to following. To cowardice. And that's what's punishable."

Hiccup gave a shaky breath and closed his eyes. "I know."

Astrid still looked wary, but seemed to take his story as truth. She gently punched him on the shoulder, her usual act of affection. "C'mon. You don't need to worry, you've got me! The Gods will deal with the boys. You worry too much."

"You have no idea." He said softly.


	3. Chapter 3

**After his goodbye to Astrid, Hiccup trudged home, Toothless at his heels.** The dragon could sense something was wrong with Hiccup, but he didn't know what. He placed his large scaly head under his hand and nudged, forcing the boy to clap him. Sighing, he ran his hand along the dragon's head, giving him the ghost of a smile. "You'll love me no matter what, right buddy?" He said, catching the cat-like eyes of his friend. In response, Toothless gave a deep rumble and licked Hiccup's hand, making him laugh and shake his hand vigorously, saliva flying everywhere. "Aw, Toothless! You know that doesn't wash off." Feeling slightly happier, Hiccup strolled through his village, the quiet night air bringing to life the sound of wildlife. He carefully opened the door to his house, a small but durably built wooden building in the centre of the village. Some of the wood was new, due to many dragon induced incidents with Toothless. Smiling at the thought, he and the dragon stepped up the stairs soundlessly. Well, as soundless as you can be with a 27 foot blundering reptile. Succeeding in making it up the stairs without being stopped by Stoick, Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief as he collapsed onto his small basic bed, the springs squeaking in protest. He put his hands behind his head and closed his eyes, but was disrupted by a snowball flying into his room from the large cut-out window. Hiccup sat up startled, looking for the culprit. Toothless raised his large black head lazily and looked around, searching for anything that could be considered as a threat. When another snowball hit his floor, Hiccup stood and walked over, his amputated leg creating a _click _with every step. He pulled the thick woollen curtains apart and stuck his head out, bright green eyes searching for the source of the snowballs. Suddenly, a familiar pale face appeared in front of him. Hiccup gasped as he drank the boy in. It was Jack! Jack had come back! He was floating gently, his staff in hand. Hiccup found it hard to breathe when he looked at him. He hadn't seen him in so long, was it really him? Before he knew what he was doing, Hiccup reached a hand out and placed it on the celestial boy's chest, feeling a slightly slower than normal heartbeat. Jack's long pale fingers wrapped around Hiccup's hand, the startling white contrasting with Hiccup's creamy freckle covered complexion.

"Oh, my Gods," whispered Hiccup. "You're back."

Jack smiled gently. "I told you I would be. Did you miss me?"

"It's been weeks! I thought you weren't coming back, I-I thought I'd imagined you. Geez, Jack, I've been so worried and-"

Jack cut him off. "Wow, how long have I been gone? Weeks?"

Hiccup nodded solemnly. "It's been so long. I waited every day for you, but you never came back. How can you not know how long it's been?"

"Ah..." Jack shook his head. "I'm no good with time. I don't know how fast it passes. I'm so old that it has no meaning for me. I'm so sorry."

Hiccup tried to be angry, but when those ice blue eyes looked at him so apologetically, he let out a breath he didn't even know he was holding. "It's fine." Suddenly realizing that his hand was still on Jack's chest his cheeks coloured red, and he gently pulled his hand loose to run it through his hair. "Are you sure nobody can see you right now?"

Jack placed a foot on Hiccup's window ledge and gracefully slid into the room, making no noise. "I'm sure. Remember what I said? They all think of me as some elf, so that's what they'll be looking for. The only way they could see me now, is if someone told them what Jokul Frosti actually looked like. That way, their belief would be altered, and they'd believe in my current image. Thus allowing them to see me."

Hiccup bit his lip. "But I believed in the elf image. How did I see you"

"Like I said." Jack smiled, taking a step towards Hiccup. "You're special."

Blushing furiously, Jack looked down. He noticed that where Jack stood, frost had begun to ebb its way across the floor, in intricate patterns of leaves and flowers. He tilted his head. "How can you do that?"

"Do what?"

"You know." He said. "Make the frost pretty."

Jack gave a quick chuckle. "Not sure. Must just be the magic."

Hiccup nodded and took this in. He opened his mouth to ask another question, but Jack cut him off. He said, "Really, Hiccup? More questions?" With another laugh, he grabbed the skinny boy's hand. "I came back for a race. If I remember correctly, the prize is a kiss."

Involuntarily, Hiccup's lips quirked up. "Okay. If I win, I get to ask my questions, and you have to answer. If I lose, you get your kiss."

Jack winked. "Let's race, Dragon boy."

Grabbing Toothless' saddle from the floor, Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "That's Mister Dragon boy, to you."

Jack's head flew back and he laughed loudly. He jumped out the window, floating effortlessly. "Meet you by the door." And then he was gone.

Hiccup steadied his breathing and took a moment to think. He could win his. No problem. If he wanted to. Did he want to? Hiccup shook his head. Of course he wanted to! He had to ask questions. That was all he needed. No kisses. At all. None. Unless he lost of course...Then he'd get a kiss. Maybe two. Hiccup couldn't deny he felt excited and scared at the prospect. He grinned quickly and held a finger to his lips, signalling to Toothless to be quiet. As quick as possible, they made their way down the stairs out the door, Hiccup shutting it closed, flinching as it clicked. Jack was standing a head taller than Hiccup, a smile on his pale lips. When the moonlight shone on him, Hiccup couldn't help but feel a stirring in his stomach, and the breath left his lungs. He raised a hand to his stomach and dug his fingers into the skin.

Jack noticed this and looked concerned. "You okay?"

"Sore stomach." Hiccup whispered, staring into the swirling blue irises of the winter spirit. Jack's white skin glowed with an inhuman shine at night, and the hair as white as snow was now tinted silver. He was beautiful, plain and simple.

"Like a stabbing pain?" Jack asked, tilting his head.

Hiccup smiled, his soft green eyes catching the rays of the moon. "More like butterflies."

Jack smiled, and it was a beautiful smile. His pearly white teeth flashed, and the faintest of pinks coloured his transparent cheeks. He grabbed Hiccup's hand gently, and led him towards the dragon, who was watching them carefully. "Come on. Let's race."

"Where to?" Hiccup asked, feeling embarrassed from his last sentence. He couldn't control how he felt around Jack, he just seemed to stir up an emotional storm inside him.

Pursing his lips, Jack used his staff as a pointer. "From here to the big rocks."

Hiccup was already clicking into place before Jack's finished his sentence. He gave a few test flicks of Hiccup's tail and nodded ready to go. "Alright. On three. One. Two..."

Jack took two steps back, ready to run and jump.

"Three."

Toothless beat his huge wings and launched himself into the air at the same time Jack took a leap. Both moved with the wind, but in completely different ways. Toothless fought against it, his huge aerodynamic body splitting the wind like butter, whereas Jack worked with it, using it to propel him further and faster. His eyes were narrowed with concentration and he gritted his teeth as he willed the wind to move him further. Hiccup was alert as he could be, his eyes never straying from in front of him. Looking at Jack would only distract him, allowing him to win. He felt every powerful muscle in his dragon's body move with each beat of his wings, felt the adrenaline running through both their veins. They lived for the freedom of flight, for the feeling of power, of belonging. In the air, Hiccup felt more at home than he did on land. He was born to ride with dragons, it was in his blood. Feeling somewhat euphoric, from the combination of flying and Jack, Hiccup spread his body as flat on the dragon as he could, whispering encouragements in his ear. He urged him to go faster and faster, reaching speeds he'd only once been before: when he was trying to escape the mouth of the largest dragon alive. Hiccup shuddered at the memory, feeling an ache in a foot that was no longer there. Shaking the thought from his head, he was delighted when he saw the looming towers of rocks approaching. Nearly there, he thought. He was so close, he was going to make it! Feeling triumphant, Hiccup pulled on the reins and landed his dragon quickly, feeling Toothless dig his claws into the rock to slow himself down.

Breathing heavily, Hiccup dismounted and turned round to find himself face to face with Jack. He looked astonished, his eyes wide. "You beat me."

Hiccup laughed giddily, feeling slightly faint. "I did."

"Hiccup, that was pretty damn amazing. I thought for sure I was going to win." Jack said, a shocked smile on his lips. He too was breathing heavy, his wild white hair stuck up at all angles.

"You underestimate just what a good team me and Toothless are." He said happily. He swayed a bit, and Jack's arms steadied him. "Man that felt awesome."

Jack raised a dark eyebrow. "You never been that fast before? I thought you guys raced dragons all the time."

"Toothless is the fastest dragon I've ever come across. It isn't fair to push him to his best and win every time. Last time I went that fast was when I...Ah, it doesn't matter."

"When you what?" Jack asked curiously.

Hiccup nodded at his metal leg. "When I defeated the King of all dragons. Toothless and I were about to be eaten, we had to fly so fast...It was huge. Absolutely massive, its teeth were as big as me. I thought we were going to get bitten, but we managed to escape before Toothless fired a bolt into its mouth, and it died. Most of me made it through it alive, thanks to my buddy here." Hiccup patted the dragons head fondly.

Jack let out a whistle. "Wow, Hiccup. On the outside you look like a scrawny Viking kid, but on the inside you're pretty damn badass."

Hiccup was surprised to find himself laughing. "Yeah, I guess I am. Couldn't have done it without Toothless. He's my best friend."

Jack walked up to the dragon and smiled. Toothless was still wary, still unsure of whether to trust him, but after a gentle nod from Hiccup he took a step forward, and placed his face into Jack's outstretched hand. He was surprised to feel how cold Jack was, and brought his face back and shook it, rubbing his giant feet off his nose.

Jack snickered. "Too cold for you?"

Hiccup walked up next to Jack, a smile on his lips. "Guess I'm warmer than you."

"Let's see." Jack said. He grabbed Hiccup's hand and rubbed his thumb along the back of it. "Yep, definitely warmer."

"And you are...definitely colder." Hiccup said quietly, blush creeping up his neck and turning his ears red.

Jack frowned and dropped his hand. "Sorry about that. I'm never warm, being the spirit of winter and all."

Hiccup reached out and took Jack's hand again. "I never said I didn't like it."

Hiding a smile, Jack turned to face the younger boy. "So, you won."

"I did."

"What's your questions then? I'll answer them all." He said happily.

Hiccup bit his lip. "First, what age are you stuck at? Will you grow old?"

"I'm as old as the world itself, but I'll always look young. Around seventeen, I reckon." He said.

Hiccup nodded. "Why don't you grow old?"

Jack smiled. "It's because I'm part of the fae."

"The fae? What's the fae?" Hiccup asked, confused.

Jack took a breath and answered. "Well, the fae is a large collection of many types of magical beings. We share the same fundamental basics, but we're all different. Fairies, pixies, elves, brownies, angels, and...me. We all have magic."

"Okay..." Hiccup said slowly. "Kind of like how all humans have the same basics, but we're all different shapes, sizes, and colours and are all good at different things?"

Jack smiled brilliantly. "Yes! Exactly like that."

"You know, I had no idea so much existed that I didn't even know. I thought dragons were as much as there were."

Jack ran a hand through his long hair. "They're just the tip of the ice berg. There's so much you could see if you just opened your eyes."

"Okay. Next question. Can you die?"

Jack's face grew darker. "Unfortunately, yes. The fae have one weakness, you see. Iron. It weakens me considerably, and if left bound in it for too long I could risk losing my magic."

"What would happen then?" Hiccup whispered. His eyes were huge, and worried.

Jack gave a sad smile. "Death."

Hiccup bowed his head, only to have it lifted by a pale finger. He smiled a little. Jack blinked, his long dark lashes brushing off his cheeks. "Can I ask a question?"

"Go ahead." Hiccup said quietly, feeling perfectly content to stare at Jack.

"How's about that kiss?" He said, unhesitatingly.

Hiccup felt the breath catch in his throat. This close to Jack, he felt blissful, and happy. Almost euphoric. He leaned in, his hands breaking away to tangle in Jack's hair, but before their lips touched, a sharp growl drew Hiccup back. Toothless was next to him, tugging gently on his jumper. Hiccup looked at the sky and realised it was considerably lighter, and that the sun was due to rise. He gasped, and quickly slid onto Toothless' back.

"I have to go, they'll be up any minute." He said quickly, his breaths coming short and quick. He was so close to Jack, so close to doing something unforgettable. "Will I see you again?"

Jack leaned his chin on his staff, eyes soft. "As long as you want me, I'll be there."

Hiccup grinned, then suddenly he was off in the distance. Toothless' powerful wings were pushing them further and further away, closer to the village. Jack sighed, feeling adrenaline and excitement course though him. He hadn't felt like this in well, forever. Hiccup was definitely something special. He lifted his face to the lightening sky, and smiled widely. "In fact, I don't think I could stay away."


	4. Chapter 4

Hiccup stood in his workroom, an old barely worn helmet in his hands. It was heavy and iron, the metal shimmering in the gentle candle light. His fingers touched it lightly and he sat it back down, a sigh on his lips. It was made from his mother's breastplate, his dead mother that is. He had never worn the helmet, his scrawny frame could barely cope under the weight anyway. The sound of heavy footsteps echoed on the hard dirt floor behind Hiccup and he suppressed a sigh. Stoick laid a meaty hand on his son's shoulder, nearly knocking him flying. "Son!" He said, his voice bellowing despite the fact Hiccup was right in front of him.

"Are you even capable of whispering?" Hiccup muttered before turning round. "Yes, dad?"

"I've got a surprise for you tomorrow! An early birthday present!" He grinned, showing a large row or browning teeth.

Hiccup winced. "Dad, my birthday isn't until three weeks. Why this early?"

"Because I helped Gobber make it! It's my own handiwork, the perfect gift for a young Viking!" Stoick laughed and reached a large hand out, grasping the helmet Hiccup sat on the table. His laugh faltered, and he sighed. "She would have loved to be with you now. Your seventeenth birthday, a grown man. I miss her, Hiccup."

Hiccup gulped and eased away from his father, laughing nervously. "Uh huh, that's real sad and all, dad, but I have to um, go and, uh...sleep. I have to go and sleep, promised I'd meet Astrid tomorrow."

Stoick smiled, again clapping his son on the shoulder. "I like that Astrid. Strong and beautiful, a perfect Viking girl. She'll make a good wife, Hiccup."

Hiccup's eyes grew wide and he was silent for a few seconds, unable to make any other noises than sputtering. When he composed himself, he laughed shakily. "Ah, yeah, I'm sure she will. I'm sure whoever it is will be very lucky."

Stoick's furry brows furrowed. "You don't wish for her hand?"

"No, no, well, yes, but I mean that...Astrid's great. I just don't want to marry her, not yet." He said quietly, his thoughts drifting to Jack. The Jack he hadn't seen in a month.

"Hiccup, you are a young man now. You must marry soon, Astrid is at the age to produce many great young warriors." He said, a hint of pride in his voice.

Hiccup blanched, fighting the decision to lift his hand and cover his ears. "Okay, dad that's just..not what I want to hear so goodnight."

Before Stoick could protest, Hiccup ran up to his room, closing the wooden door behind him, leaning against it with a sigh. He plodded over to his bed, toothless lying in his bed. Hiccup ran a hand through his auburn hair, and reached an arm below his bed to pull out a stick of charcoal and some paper. He let his hand drift across the page, as he often did when he was stressed. Or missing Jack. The book which was once filled with pictures of Toothless was now filled with pictures of a white haired boy with a shepherd's crook. No matter how hard he tried, he couldn't capture the laughter in that one sided smile, or the playful sparkle in his large wide eyes. He drew Jack flying beside him, in their last race together. He closed his eyes and rested against his wall, trying to remember what it felt like to be next to Jack. He wanted to feel the boy's cool skin against his warm skin, feel the electric pulses that flowed through his body whenever they were near each other. Hiccup traced his fingers lightly over the drawing, his fingertips gently smudging the black lines. Hiccup's ghastly woolen curtains fluttered with a breeze, and frost spread across his walls. His heart in his mouth with excitement, he almost threw the book to the side in an attempt to leap across the room. There was only one person who made frost patterns like that. Hiccup grinned and pulled the curtains wide open to see...nothing. There was nobody there, nothing in his sight but the dark night of the sky. He stuck his head out, leaning out dangerously, desperate to see Jack. However, nothing was there. The smile fell from Hiccup's lips, and he brought himself back inside. Tears stung at his eyes, he had never felt so dejected or stupid. Was Jack there? Had he been there? Hiccup turned to look at the frost, but it had disappeared also. He wondered if he had imagined it. Just as he was about to turn away from the window, something caught his eye.

"What the..." Hiccup breathed, picking up the object. It was a block of ice, with a message carved out of it. Hiccup traced the lines and arrows of his language, smiling as the ice refused to melt in his hand, despite their warmth. "Meet me at sunset where we first met. Jack."

Clutching the block of ice to his chest, Hiccup bit his lip and laughed giddily. After so long without hearing or seeing any signs, he was so relieved to discover he wasn't imaging things. His Jack had come back! And he wanted to meet him tomorrow. Resting his elbows on the windowsill, Hiccup held the block gently in his hands. He looked up at the black sky shining with starts, mildly startled at how much they reminded him of the deep sparkling pupils of Jack's electric eyes. The eyes he'd be looking into soon. Happily, Hiccup smiled. He knew Jack would have come back. He always did. "I look forward to it."


	5. Chapter 5

The day dragged in so slow that Hiccup thought his head would explode with anticipation. Sunset. He would see Jack at sunset. Why was sunset so far away? It seemed that everyone was oblivious to his excitement, even though to him he felt as if he was vibrating. Every second that passed led him a second closer to Jack, a second closer to feeling alive. He could barely detach himself from these thoughts long enough to reply to anyone who spoke to him. Alas, the day did not speed up no matter how hard Hiccup wished it, so he was forced to push thought of Jack to the back of his mind and continue with his day. He was sitting outside his house with Toothless at his side when Astrid approached him, axe in hand. "Hey, handsome." She said, playfully knocking him on the shoulder with her fist. "Wanna do some weapon training?"

Hiccup smiled a little, simultaneously blushing and getting a twisted feeling in his stomach when she called him handsome. It almost felt strange coming from her mouth. "Um, yeah sure. Sounds good."

Astrid grinned and hauled Hiccup up with one hand, then reached out to pet Toothless. "You can just rest here, boy. We'll be over in the woods."

Hiccup felt uneasy without his best friend bu nodded nonetheless, there was no logical reason to bring him. Sighing quietly, he trudged over to the workshop, picking out a large metal sword, a spear and the less commonly used bow and arrow. Astrid eyed his choice and nodded with approval, beckoning him to come walk with her. His feet dragging, Hiccup followed her, the heavy iron in his hands making his muscles ache under the weight. Astrid was silent, her slim body swaying side to side while she walked. Her braided blonde hair was tied back, the honey locks falling down her back. It was getting very long now, he noticed. He watched it swing side to side with her movement. He wondered if Jack's hair was always white. Was it very light blonde? Hiccup thought about this and shook his head no. It was pure white, not blonde. He missed the way Jack's hair would move in the breeze, and the way his dark lashes would brush against his pale cheeks when he blinked, a beautiful contrast. All over again, Hiccup's head filled with images of Jack and he had to stop and breathe. He had no idea what his true feelings for Jack were, he couldn't understand it. He didn't know if he was right or wrong to feel like this about him. Was Jack a test from the Gods? To see if Hiccup would turn his back on the village, turn his back on the Gods, and pick Jack? Hiccup's head thumped with worries and anxieties, his emotions treading the line between excitement and fear. He felt so conflicted, so confused. Hiccup inhaled shakily and hoped Astrid wouldn't turn round and see him. What did he feel when he was around Jack? Happy. Excited. Joyful. Alive. How could that be bad? Did he feel that way around Astrid? Looking at the blonde warrior in front of him, Hiccup tilted his head. She made him happy. But it wasn't the same. He felt comfortably happy with Astrid, the kind of happy where he could sit with her and feel content. A time ago he would have felt happy enough to love her, but now his feelings were wavering. She didn't make him feel exhilarated, she didn't make his pulse race and his palms get sweaty. She didn't cloud his head and make him forget his own name. She didn't make him feel like Jack did. Astrid chose to turn round then, having reached their destination. They were in a thick part of the forest with trees all around them, stretching so high into the sky the tips seemed to merge with the clouds. Astrid flung her arm around his shoulders, the force nearly knocking the weapons to the ground.

"Well," She said, leaning on him. "Practice shooting with the bow?"

"What's our target?" Hiccup said, his hands by his side.

Astrid noticed that his arm didn't wrap round her waist as it usually did, but she realised that he couldn't because he was still holding all the weapons. "Those two tree trunks over there. You get your bow, I'll get mine, and we'll see who has the best aim."

Hiccup gave a quick smile and detached himself from her, dropping all the weapons but the bow. He stretched his back, and positioned the bow close to his face. Reaching behind him, he pulled a single arrow out from the pouch on his back and placed it gently on the string, aligning the arrow tip with the centre of the bow. Astrid worked quickly, firing three arrows in the time it took Hiccup to eye his target. He was about to release his bow when a cold breeze hit him, and she shivered and dropped the weapon. His head whipped round, eyes searching to see if the breeze was natural,or due to a certain white haired boy. When no such boy was found, Hiccup rolled his shoulders and picked up his bow again. "Hiccup." Astrid said, an eyebrow raised. "You okay?"

"Hm? Oh, yeah. Yeah. Butterfingers." Hiccup raised his hand and wiggled his fingers. "I'll try again."

Breathing deeply, Hiccup focused and pulled the arrow back, releasing it. It just made the tree, the end sticking out dejectedly at the bottom of the trunk. Hiccup went to try again, but Astrid shook her head. "You never were the best shot." Hiccup tried again and again, each time failing to hit the tree. After a continuous stream of failed attempts, Astrid shook her head. "C'mon, let's test your strength. First one to get halfway through a tree with their axe wins."

Wearily, but concealing it with a smile, Hiccup picked up his axe and went to a nearby tree, which was relatively small in diameter. Astrid noticed this and scoffed;her tree was double the size of her. Hiccup rolled his eyes. "Yeah, Astrid, destroy a nice old tree that's older than both of us put together."

"You're only saying that because you know I'll win. Now, go!" No sooner had the words left her mouth Astrid began to chop into the trunk, her thin but muscular arms swinging the large iron axe repeatedly.

Hiccup couldn't deny that she was extremely skilled with her axe, she worked so fast that wood chippings were forming a small pile at her feet. Hiccup tried to swing his axe, too, but he just wasn't feeling it. He could only think about meeting Jack, and by the time he managed to lift his arms and thrust into the tree, Astrid was already a quarter finished with hers. He knew that he wasn't going to win, but he might as well try so it looked as if he was attempting it. They chopped and chopped, wood shaving filling the air as they worked. It was grueling work, and their efforts left a thin sheet of sweat on both their foreheads. Finally, Hiccup heard a triumphant call behind him. He turned round and Astrid was swinging her axe in the air, a grin on her face. "I win!"

"Well done, you're a true Viking." Hiccup chuckled.

Astrid flung an arm around his neck again and cocked her head. "What's next?"

"I don't know. Something I can win at?" Hiccup's green eyes flashed with humour, and Astrid smiled.

"No dragons allowed remember. Tell you what, I'll close my eyes and you go hide, and I have three minutes to hunt you down!"

Hiccups body was already exhausted, but he agrees nonetheless. "Sure. Sounds fun."

"Okay! Right, one, two.."

Hiccup dropped his axe at his feet and ran into the forest, knowing he didn't have much time to hide. He debated climbing into a tree, but his limbs ached to even think about the effort that would take. He moved as stealthily as he could, though he stayed close to Astrid- if she caught him soon, it would be over and he could go home. But he knew she'd be mad if she got him straight away, so Hiccup moved as quietly as he could, knowing that by then Astrid would have finished counting. It was as if all the birds fell silent, and the only sound was the shallow breaths escaping Hiccup's mouth. He walked and walked, careful not to step on any branches. Suddenly, Hiccup heard a shallow breath and stopped in his tracks, arms heard up warily. He turned around himself slowly, gazing among the trees, looking for Astrid. When he was sure nobody was in the woods, he swallowed and took a step. That was when she pounced. Hiccup felt his body slam into the ground with an ear shattering thump, and before he could blink a warm hand was at his throat, pushing at his windpipe. He struggled to breathe, gasping pointlessly. His arms trued to lift but were pinned down with two legs. The pressure on his throat lifted and he could breathe again, calming down enough to see he was being pinned by Astrid. She grinned and leaned down to his ear, her voice a whisper. "Got you."

Hiccup took a deep breath, still unable to move underneath Astrid. "Yep. Violently, I might add."

Astrid's breath tickles his ear. "It's the Viking way."

When Hiccup made to sit up, Astrid's hand pinned him down. She moved her head closer to his, and leaned in to kiss him. Hiccup blanched and broke his arms free, pushing her off roughly. She landed with a thump on her bottom, looking at him with confusion and hurt. Hiccup wiped his hands on his tunic nervously and laughed. "Uh, yeah. Well, I gotta go. Bye, Astrid."

With that Hiccup strode away, stopping to pick up his abandoned weapons on the way. He could almost hear the cogs in Astrid's mind turning, wondering why he'd so rudely pushed her off, but he couldn't afford to think about it now. Hiccup raised his head to the sky, and felt the first pinch of joy he'd fell all day- only two hours until he met Jack.


	6. Chapter 6

Hiccup dashed home, shame and excitement colouring his cheeks red. The heavy weapons on his back dragged him down, but he was too immersed in his thoughts to care, and ignored the aching pain in his back. His feet left a trail in the snow, the gentle winds attempting to erase them, but failing. His head churned with thoughts of Astrid, but they were forcefully pushed aside as he reached his door. Stretching out his pale hand, Hiccup pushed his door open, took two steps and dumped his weapons on the floor, taking a moment to catch his breath. He stooped and picked up the weapons, carefully depositing them on the table-he'd return them to Gobber later. Now what should he do? There was still time to wait until his meeting with Jack, and Hiccup desperately needed something to pass the time or his head would explode. Deciding to still focus on Jack (and keep Astrid out his thoughts), Hiccup looked at his drab green tunic and fur vest, pinching the rough material in-between his fingers. Jack wouldn't want to see him looking like this again, no, he would want to see Hiccup in something new! Hiccup bit his lip in concentration, then grinned. He could wear his new armour to meet Jack, that would make him look exciting and adventurous, wouldn't it? Running to his workshop, Hiccup eyed his small but growing collection. He'd been taking parts of his father's old armour, as well as whatever spare iron Gobber had laying around, and fashioning himself new things for him and Toothless. Lifting the heavy iron chainmail, Hiccup removed his fur vest and placed the metal on over his chest, the linked metal making him feel one hundred times heavier. He placed a scabbard on and slipped a large reflective sword into the holder, watching the candle light flicker in the metal. Hiccup grabbed a shield with his left hand, and ran his right hand through his hair. He felt heavy, and strong, and nervous. Was he being stupid? Would Jack even care? Would he even show up? Hiccup groaned as he walked over to the window, holding his head in his hands. He couldn't wait any longer. Gripping his shield tight, Hiccup threw caution to the wind and ran out the house, slamming the door behind called to Toothless, beckoning him to follow. Evening was approaching quickly, and he knew he'd feel better if he were earlier for Jack. He wouldn't have any chance of missing him.

Hiccup walked through the great heaps of snow, trudging his way through it and the thick brambles of the forest floor. He walked cautiously into the forest, to the large patch of land where he first met Jack. The sun was almost at the horizon now, and Hiccup bit his lip anxiously. Sighing, Hiccup brushed snow off a large boulder and sat down, tapping his foot against the ground repeatedly. He wasn't sure how long he sat there for, but he knew Jack had arrived when a cool breeze blew across the back of his neck. Hiccup stood up and whirled round, a smile growing on his face. "Jack?" he said, his eyes searching for the white hair he'd become to accustomed to. "Where are you?"

"Right here." Jack said from above, jumping down from a high tree. "Hiccup, what are you wearing?"

Hiccup raced forward, ready to fling his arms around Jack. Hiccup didn't see the fear in Jack's eyes as he approached, and flung his arms around him the minute the pale boy opened his mouth to call out. Hiccups armour seared through Jack's clothing to his bare skin. The metal glowed red hot and burned through Jack's skin, the melting flesh emitting a putrid stench. Jack opened his mouth and screamed, the force of it nearly blowing Hiccup away. Immediately Hiccup released his hold and watched Jack fall to the ground, tears pouring down his now grey face. Smoke was coming off him, his entire torso appearing to melt and burn. Hiccup let out his own cry, dropping to his knees beside him. "Oh my Gods, oh my Gods, Jack, are you okay?" Hiccup cried, unsure of how to fix him. The white haired by lay writhing in pain on the ground, his sizzling flesh bubbling in front of Hiccup's eyes. He continued to scream, a sound full of so much pain that Hiccup could psychically feel his heart breaking hearing it.

Jack sucked back his scream, his lip quivering. He looked at Hiccup, his voice so frail Hiccup had to strain to hear it. "Iron."

Hiccup gasped, his hands grabbing at the iron chainmail on his chest. Of course. Jack told him that iron can kill him, an Hiccup had it all over his body. Guilt washed over him and he ripped the chainmail off, casting it aside. His hands found Jack's, and he squeezed them gently. "I'm so sorry, Jack. I am so so sorry. I never meant to hurt you, I-I just wanted to touch you..."

Jack closed his eyes, trying to stable his breathing. Blood was oozing out of the wounds, and Hiccup was marveling at the bright gold colour, so different to his own crimson. Jack lifted a finger and pointed at the sword now on the ground beside them. "Move it."

Hiccup picked up the sword and flung it beside them, as well as his shield. He was now completely devoid of iron, and breathed a sigh of relief. He pulled Jack's limp body over his legs, holding the taller boy's head to his chest. "Jack, are you okay? You've stopped screaming now. That's got to be good right?"

Jack gulped and placed his hand on Hiccup's shoulder, holding him closer. "It was just a few seconds. I should be okay, but I'm going to be weaker. I'll be able to heal myself, I just need you to hold me just now. Just hold me."

Hiccup placed his mouth on Jack's hair, kissing the snow white strands again and again. He held him close, rocking him gently. Jack's flesh had stopped sizzling, and the golden blood had stopped oozing out. Jack snickered quietly, his voice slowly getting louder. "Oh, I wish you'd kiss my lips like you kiss my head."

Hiccup laughed loudly, feeling Jack's long tapering fingers wipe away his tears. "Shut up. I'm just glad you're okay. I thought I killed you."

"As if I'd ever leave you." Jack whispered, nuzzling his head into the crook of Hiccup's neck. "I've healed physically now. I just need to wait for my magic to recover."

"Wait, I hurt your magic too? How does that work?"

"Well," Jack said, "My magic is a part of me. It's in my blood, in my bones, in my flesh. Destroy my body, you destroy my magic."

Hiccup bit his lip."I haven't left any permanent damage have I?"

"No, I'll be fine. I'm strong, don't worry." Jack smiled, feeling Hiccup shiver beneath him. "What's wrong?"

Hiccup laughed, his teeth slightly chattering. "I'm absolutely freezing."

"Oh, you don't have your little fur vest...what a shame, I like that vest." Jack muttered.

Hiccup raised an eyebrow. "You do? I took it off so I could wear the chainmail..."

"Why did you even wear all that armour anyway? You never dress like that."

Hiccup gave a quiet laugh. Red flushed his cheeks in embarrassment. "I wanted to look exciting and adventurous for you. I thought all the armour would make me look like that, but all I did was nearly kill you!"

Jack tipped his head back and laughed, a beautiful sound. "Oh, Hiccup. I'll always think you're exciting! I like the vest, and the tunic, and the boots. I wouldn't change a thing."

Hiccup smiled and hugged Jack closer, his heart fluttering like a trapped hummingbird in a cage of ribs. Jack's skin was ice cold, and Hiccup could feel the snow melting into his clothes, causing the wet material to stick to his frail body. Jack noticed this and frowned. "I would stop the snowing melting, but I don't have the energy just now."

Hiccup smiled, his fingers tapping a rhythm against Jack's back. "Thankyou, but I have a better idea. Toothless!"

There was a few seconds of pure silence, then Hiccup heard the familiar beat of wings and his loyal dragon landed beside him, his large black scales catching the last few rays of the setting sun. He looked at Hiccup with large intelligent eyes, awaiting a command. Hiccup pointed at a small scattered pile of twigs and branches next to them, and said, "Make a fire, bud."

The dragon blew a small bolt at the twigs, a fire starting immediately. Hiccup felt his body warm as he and Jack sat next to the gentle flames. Hiccup lay down, with Jack facing him, and wrapped his arms around the taller boy. Jack smiled as he sat his hands flat on Hiccup's chest. He tilted his head up, and kissed Hiccup's neck, causing him to gasp and wriggle.

Hiccup grinned, his cheeks tinting pink. "That's ticklish."

Jack just smiled, his staff propped against the large boulder where Hiccup sat before. It was peaceful in the forest, it seemed as if every living thing has joined in on the tranquility of the moment and silenced, until the only things that they could hear was the steady thump of each other's hearts."Hiccup." Jack said, his electric blue iris wide and hopeful. "How's about that kiss now?"

Hiccup blushed and closed his eyes, fumbling for the words. As he opened his mouth to reply, Toothless bolted up, his teeth shooting out. He stood guarded, a low rumbling emitting from his chest, and Hiccup frowned. "What is it boy?"

Hiccup felt his body go still as a huge roar came from the forest. Before his eyes, a humongous grizzly bear came storming out, saliva dripping from its open mouth. It stood on its hind legs, reaching a height of well over nine feet, and Hiccup felt his heart stop and it looked right at him. The bear rampaged and thumped forward, its massive paws reaching out, attempting to catch him. Hiccup swore, grabbing Jack from underneath the shoulders and dragging him further back, sweat dripping down his forehead. He felt the fear pour through his veins, but he knew that he had to save Jack. Jack couldn't even move let alone stand- Hiccup **had **to protect him. The bear inched forward, but was distracted enough by the huge black mass of Toothless, who was growling even more threateningly. Hiccup screamed Toothless' name, and when he came near Hiccup felt his muscles surge with strength as he lifted Jack's limp body up onto the large dragons back. Jack looked panicked and opened his mouth to speak, but Hiccup shook his head frantically. "Jack, just hold on. Toothless, get Jack to safety! NOW!"

Toothless grumbled, unhappy at leaving his trainer, but opened his wings and pushed off, lying Jack to the top of a nearby tree away from the bear. On the ground, The grizzly was even more crazed now that it's competition had left. It roared and ran towards hiccup, causing him to fling himself to the side, narrowly missing the beasts jaws. His eyes searched for a weapon, any weapon, to help defend himself. He saw the shine of his sword a few metres away, and dived for it. His hand grabbed the hilt and he swung it up as the bear approached him. The bear swayed back to avoid the blade, but Hiccup could see that he'd nicked the skin on its chest. Enraged, the bear launched forward again and Hiccup had to drop and roll. He pivoted and swung, his arms surging with adrenaline and strength. The blade was heavy in his hands, and he knew in his heart that he didn't want to hurt the animal, but his instinct to survive was more important. They swiped at each other, Hiccup's blade connecting with the bears paw mid-swing. He'd managed to cut off one of its claws, but the grizzly only ran forward again, expertly snapping at Hiccup. Hiccup stumbled back, barely able to hear the cries of Toothless and Jack over the sound of his own heartbeat. As he dodged yet another swipe, Hiccup's foot got snagged in an upturned tree root, and he fell back. He landed with a large thump, and his head smacked off the ground. All the colours of the forest seemed to merge together and the breath left his chest, as a searing pain in his head thumped. He blinked, gasping as he tried to clear his vision. The bear was standing on its hind legs and was coming down now, it's jaws open. It was going to land right on Hiccup, and rip him to shreds. Flinging a drowsy hand out, Hiccup searched the ground for his sword. If he could just reach it...The bear was so close now; he could smell its fur, feel the blood of its small chest wound drip onto his chin. Hiccup knew it was now or never. Saying a silent goodbye to everyone he loved, he grabbed the heavy object in the snow next to him and swung it up, just as the bear came down.

Silence. Hiccup's breath shuddered, and he opened his eyes. He'd miraculously found his sword and been able to swing it up, right through the bears ribs to its heart. Blood poured from the gash onto the snow, colouring its pure white to a dark crimson. The lifeless eyes of the previous monster stared at him, and Hiccup felt nothing more than an urge to scream. With the last of his strength, he pushed the sword up and the the side, managing to roll the dead bear off himself. Shakily, using the trunk of a nearby tree to steady himself, he stood up. The next thing he felt was the cool strong arms of Jack, who had been watching the whole ordeal from above. "Hiccup." He said. "Hiccup, can you hear me?"

Hiccup sank into Jack's embrace, tears rolling down his face. "I killed it. I killed it, Jack."

"Shh, my _elska. _You did nothing wrong. You saved us. It is nature to kill." Jack rocked Hiccup gently, his cold breath somehow calming Hiccup down.

"My love..." Hiccup whispered. "It may be nature, but it is not **my** nature."

Jack took the younger boys face in his hand and smiled gently. "Look at it this way. You could have either killed me, or killed a bear today. Which would you have rather done?"

Hiccup gave a small grin. "The bear. I never want to hurt you. Or let anything else hurt you."

"Hiccup, you saved me today. I wouldn't have been able to fight off that bear, and you wanted to keep me so safe that you took away your only method of defense to make sure that I was. That's the most brave, Viking like thing I've ever seen. You don't need chainmail or armour to be an exciting adventurous Viking, Hiccup. You're already so much more than that."

Hiccup sagged against him, wrapping his thin arms around Jack's neck. He was able to stand now, which Hiccup took to be evidence that he was healing fast. "Thankyou, Jack. Can you please help me get this blood off? I feel disgusting."

Jack grinned, stooping to pick up a handful of clean snow. "Hold this." He said, handing him the snow. As soon as Hiccup held it, Jack waved his hand and it turned to water, allowing Hiccup to wash his face and hands. Soon, he was clean of the blood and feeling better.

"Man, my head is on fire." He moaned, fingers gently touching the swollen lump on his cranium.

Jack smiled. "Here, let me." Jack placed his cold fingers oh Hiccup's bump, and closed his eyes. is fingers grew so cold that Hiccup felt like his whole head had been dunked into a freezing lake. He was just going to whimper when Jack removed his hand. "There you go. The swellings down now, and the bump will be gone by morning."

"You are fantastic." Hiccup marveled.

Jack laughed, his fingers lacing with Hiccup's. "I like to think it's something I've picked up from someone very special."

Hiccup bit his lip. "Who?"

"Who else could it be but you?" Jack whispered sweetly, his thumb sweeping across Hiccup's chin. "Let's get you home, you must be absolutely exhausted."

Hiccup nodded, and they walked towards Toothless' back. Jack stopped at the rock to pick up his staff, which had somehow remained completely untouched throughout the full day. The two boys climbed onto the scaly back of the dragon and held on tight as they ascended into the air. It didn't take long to get back home, and Hiccup couldn't remember the last time he'd been so glad to see his bed. They landed outside his house, and as they clambered off the dragon Hiccup smiled at Jack. "Will I see you again?"

Jack grinned. "As I said before, I could never leave you."

"When and where?" Hiccup asked, praying that it would be sometime soon.

"I'll drop you a sign. Until then, sweet dreams my _elska_." Jack whispered, and then he was gone.

Hiccup shook his head and smiled, walking his dragon to their shared room. As he lay in bed, his head against the hard flatness of his pillow, Hiccup couldn't help but think that Jack never did get that kiss.


	7. Chapter 7

Astrid walked into Hiccup's bedroom, her feet making little noise as she crept towards his bed. With a devilish grin, she bent right by his ear, and yelled at the top of her lungs, "Wake up!" Hiccup jolted awake, his arms flailing around in an attempt to hit his attacker, but he realised it was just Astrid and sighed, rubbing his eyes. "Why did you have to scream?"

Astrid shrugged her shoulders. "Because you'd sleep through a thunderstorm, Hiccup."

Hiccup heard the distinct laughter of his father from downstairs and grunted. "Why'd he even let you in?"

Feigning offence, Astrid blew a strand of light blonde hair out of her face. She crossed her arms and stared at Hiccup. "Because he likes me, duh."

"Sometimes I think he likes you more than I do." Hiccup said quietly, but Astrid heard him, and answered with a punch to his arm.

"Hey!" She exclaimed. "Don't lie. You worship me."

Hiccup laughed and ran a hand through his hair, before stretching widely and pulling himself to his feet. "Why are you here anyway?"

"I was wondering if you wanted to go race the dragons. We haven't raced in a while."

It was true, they hadn't raced in a few weeks. Hiccup usually flew Toothless now to race Jack, or on his own, so he could be alone with his thoughts- which were all about Jack. It had been seventeen sunsets since he'd last spoken to him or seen him, and he couldn't deny the pining in his heart for the familiar cool touch he'd grown accustomed to. Suppressing another sigh, Hiccup nodded toward the door. "Okay, Can you step out a second? I have to get changed."

Astrid walked out his room silently, closing the door behind her. When he was certain she would not come in, Hiccup began to strip out of his bedclothes. He peeled his shirt off, tossing it aside. His frame was skinny, and he felt a stab of pain momentarily as he compared his chest to the other boys his age. They all looked like Vikings, with broad shoulders and developing muscles, whereas he looked as scrawny as the chicken he ate last night. Hiccup shook his head to clear the thoughts off, and moved to strip from his trousers.

"Am I interrupting?" Said a cool voice from his window.

Hiccup gasped and looked up, his eyes drinking Jack in. He was suddenly more aware of his bare chest, and grabbed his blanket, holding it to cover himself. His cheeks flamed red and bent his head, embarrassment and excitement in his voice. "Jack! You can't be here!"

A dark brow furrowed. "Why not?"

Hiccup's mouth opened, and he forced the world out. "Because..well, because I-I'm almost _naked."_

Jack threw his head back and howled with laughter, clapping his hands comically. "Oh, Hiccup," he said sweetly. "You're not nearly naked. You're just topless, and by no means let me interrupt."

Hiccup looked up and caught Jack's gaze. There was something different about it, something warm in those cold eyes. "You mean...you want to see my chest? But, it's not muscly or big or-"

"Hiccup. Drop the blanket."

Hiccup bit his lip sheepishly and dropped it, his pale chest dotted with freckles. Jack walked up to him, his eyes lazily looking him over an easy smile on his lips. Hiccup's heart beat in his chest and he struggled to breathe the closer Jack got. With a soft stroke, Jack traced the freckles on his shoulders, like an artist painting on an easel. Hiccup shivered, and Jack removed his hand. "Hiccup," he said. "You don't have to be embarrassed. You are young, you are not meant for muscle yet. And I would not change you. I find your freckles charming."

Hiccup smiled, finding comfort in Jack's words. He picked up a clean shirt and pulled it on. He then flung his hands around Jack's neck and hugged him close, breathing in his smell of the wind and the night.

Astrid pounded on Hiccup's door, startling him. "Hey! You finished in there?"

"Ah, um, not yet. Give me a minute!"

"You have one minute till I'm coming in there. Who were you talking to?"

Hiccup blanched. "Uh, what? Oh! I-I was talking to Toothless."

Having heard his name being mentioned, the dragon raised his head lazily and blinked at Hiccup, knowing in fact that he was not the recipient oh Hiccup's conversation. However, he made no protest, and Astrid accepted the lie with little suspicion. "Okay. Well get your butt moving before I come in there and _make _it move."

Jack tilted his head at this, a sly smile on his lips. "Plans with Astrid today then?"

Hiccup kept his voice low. "Dragon racing."

"As delightfully fun as that sounds, I have a proposal." When Hiccup raised an eyebrow in question, he continued. "I say you spend the day with me instead, and I take you somewhere new."

Hiccup bit his lip. He knew he shouldn't bail on Astrid, he'd done it too many times before. It wasn't fair to her. He knew he shouldn't. He could either spend the day with Astrid and never know when he'd see Jack again, or he could blow off his best friend to go on an even greater adventure. Hiccup dragged a hand down his face. Was it even a choice?

He looked at Jack, a slight smile on his face. "Fine." He cleared his throat. "Um, Astrid? I'm not feeling very well, I don't think I can go out today. I have chills and-"

Astrid barged into his room, anger on her face. "What? You look fine!"

Hiccup's heart stopped before he remembered she couldn't see Jack. He licked his dry lips. "No really, I-I'm very cold, and I think I have the chills."

Jack placed his hand on Hiccup's forehead, cooling it just before Astrid placed her own hand on. She frowned when she realised his head was actually cold, and then she sighed in resignation. "Okay, fine. Some other time then."

"Sorry." He said apologetically, meaning it.

Astrid brushed his apology off, blowing her fringe away from her eyes. "It's fine. Bye, Hiccup."

She walked out his room, and as soon as she left Jack scooped Hiccup off his feet and into his arms. He walked to the window, a huge smile on his face. Within a second he had leaped off into the sky, seeking cover in the clouds, as they soared above them at unfathomable speeds. The wind blew Hiccup's hair back and he grinned. Of course he'd made the right choice. Jack was always the right choice.

Astrid barged back into Hiccup's room, deciding to ask him if he wanted anything from the market to make him feel better, but when she walked in she saw that his room was completely empty. The only breathing thing in the cramped wooden bedroom besides herself was Toothless. She looked around baffled. "Hiccup?" She called,but there was no answer. Not only had he left, but he left without his dragon? That wasn't anything like the Hiccup she knew. Where had he gone? Walking over to the window, she cast a glance out, looking for footsteps or any signs of his departure. But she found none, there was no signs of the brown haired boy anywhere. He was gone.

**please review, it keeps me going.**


	8. Chapter 8

Jack held him effortlessly, as if he was as light as a feather, and Hiccup marveled at his strength. When Hiccup raised the question of whether he was heavy, Jack flashed his pearly whites in an easy smile. "I have strength in me, Hiccup. I am fae, we are stronger than mortals."

Hiccup pursed his lips and mulled this over, his brows furrowing in thought. "But you're at your weakest when you visit me."

"How do you assume that?" He asked, his brilliant blue iris swirling. They were flying with intense speed, the wind blowing Jack's long hair back, allowing Hiccup to see all his face. What a beautiful face it was, he couldn't help thinking.

He was so distracted that he forgot he had to answer Jack. Shaking his head, he smiled sheepishly, and blush coloured his cheeks pink. "Sorry. Well, it's just you said that iron is lethal to the fae, and a Viking village...well, it's all iron isn't it?"

Jack's smile dimmed momentarily, but brightened again almost straight after. "Yes, it's true. When I enter your village, come to your window, I can feel it around me, it's very unpleasant. It's like being locked in a room with something you really really hate, which also just so happens to have the ability to kill you."

Hiccup flinched. "Why do you keep coming back then?"

Jack looked at him to see if he was joking, but all he saw in those wide green eyes was innocence. He hugged the smaller boy closer to his body. "Because of you. I'll always come back for you."

"You mean that?" Hiccup asked, marveling at the idea that Jack would always be there for him.

"Nothing could keep me away, elska."

They flew in silence after that, but it was not uncomfortable. It was the type of silence that was filled with quick glances and secret smiles, and the only sounds they could here was the rush of the wind in their ears and the crashing of the waves beneath them. Hiccup sighed happily; he'd never felt so content before in his life. Eventually, Jack's soft voice whispered in Hiccup's ear. "Don't fall asleep. We're here."

Almost groggily, Hiccup blinked to clear his vision and looked around him. It was still cold here, but a bit less than he was used to. The waters were a deep deep blue, and the land in front of him was impossibly green, with massive hills and mountains. It was beautiful, and he breathed in the crisp air, laced with the scent of the ocean beneath them. He looked up at Jack in wonder. "Where are we?"

"Scotland."

Hiccup's eyes lit up in recognition. "My father has been on raids here! He says the Scots are a scary people. They're tough, and they speak a language like no other. It's impossible to understand."

Jack shook his head and gave a silent laugh. "They write in symbols like you, and they speak a rough language like you. They speak Celtic."

Hiccup looked mildly offended. "What do you mean a rough language? I speak fine. Not everyone can have a flow-y smooth voice like you, you know."

Jack laughed again, squeezing Hiccup to his chest. "Oh, how you make me laugh, Hiccup. However, their language is slowly changing. More and more of your people are invading them, changing their symbols and replacing them with your own. It will only be a matter of time before you occupy their land."

Hiccup pursed his lips. "You make us sound so bad."

"You're not bad. Just warriors. You conquer." He said softly.

Hiccup nestled his head into the crook of Jack's neck. "Why'd you take me here anyway? Not that I'm not having a good time, because I totally am, it's just-"

Jack cut him off with a chuckle. "Relax, Hiccup. Think about it. What sea are we over just now?"

Hiccup racked his brain to think. "Oh!" He said suddenly. "The North sea!"

"Excellent!" Jack flashed a brilliant smile, proud. "And what does that lead to?"

Hiccup couldn't figure out what Jack was getting at. "It leads to the Loch. Why?"

"Think, Hiccup. What's in the Loch?"

Hiccup gasped. "The monster."

Jack grinned mischievously. "I think she prefers 'water horse'."

Hiccup's eyes were wide. "Jack, no. No, don't you dare, _don't you dare-"_

Jack dived down, holding a wailing Hiccup in his arms all the way down. Before they hit the water, Jack willed the water to come up and meet them, swirling around them in a sphere of blue until it froze with a wave of Jack's hand. Hiccup gasped. They were standing perfectly in the sphere of ice, and Jack had made it perfectly clear so hiccup could see right through it with no trouble. He marveled at this and placed his hands on it, pushing gently. The ice was at least an inch thick, and the sphere was taller than Jack and wide enough for the both of them. Jack's hand found his and intertwined their fingers, and Hiccup blushed. He looked around him in wonder. They moved through the water quickly, cutting through the choppy black waves like a knife through butter. Shivers racked Hiccup's skinny frame, and Jack looked at him with concern. "You okay?"

"Yeah. I can manage." He said, squeezing his hand in reassurance.

Jack nodded and propelled them further. They were deeper than Hiccup thought possible, and he couldn't hide the fact that his shivers were not only from the cold. Was this safe? What if he saw the monster? He gripped Jack's hand tighter. Jack's hand was cool and strong in his, and he found comfort in the small squeeze that Jack gave back. He smiled at him, excitement swirling his irises crazily. "Don't worry, my elska. You don't need to fear her. She is a magnificent creature."

"She's a monster, Jack. She's destroyed hundreds of boats, shes killed many men." He said, biting his lip.

Jack tilted his head. "All of whom threw their weapons at her, and sailed on her waters with no permission. She is ancient, and powerful, and she deserves respect."

Hiccup moved closer to Jack's side, ignoring how his breath was now coming out in puffs of white now. "Do we have permission?"

Jack laughed warmly. "Yes, we do. You could say we go way back."

Jack's arm wormed around Hiccup's waist, which was now shaking profusely. Jack wouldn't even have felt the cold, or noticed it, if it weren't for the freezing boy next to him. He planted a cold kiss on the top of his chestnut hair. "Don't worry. It'll be over soon, I just want to show you something.."

Jack trailed off when the water jilted, and huge currents rocked their sphere back. Hiccup struggled to keep his footing, panic in his eyes. He could see something stirring in the pitch black water, see its huge body move and slither by Jack's light. He gasped as the largest more terrifying thing he'd ever seen swam by him. She was huge. Her body was large and thick, covered in iridescent bright green scales. Her feet were webbed and powerful, pushing her huge body through the water around them. He stared into her eyes as she passed, shocked at the intelligence and emotion he saw in them. They were huge, and golden, and framed with thick lashed, giving her an almost feminine appeal. Her snout was long and narrow, with two large nostrils, and her neck was the longest thing Hiccup had ever seen in his life. She was beautiful, and he couldn't look away. "Jack...she's gorgeous."

The water horse rumbled in response, a sound not unlike a laugh. The sound sent more waves their way, knocking Hiccup down. Jack reached to help him up but Hiccup was already back on his feet, eyes pressed to the ice. He forgot how cold he was, too observed in watching the magnificent creature in front of him. "She's like a wingless dragon."

Jack smiled. "Yes, you could say that. She's truly something special."

"Can I-can I touch her?" Hiccup asked timidly. He fiddled with his hands nervously.

Jack tilted his head, looking thoughtful. "I think that right now, you should get home. Because it's nightfall, and you'll freeze to death if you stay here any longer. I'll do the best I can in the meantime to convince her to come up to the surface so you don't drown trying to touch her."

Hiccup smiled. "Thankyou."

Jack nodded, and propelled them back towards the top of the loch. They broke through the surface and their sphere turned back to water and dropped below them, landing with a splash. Hiccup clung to Jack, hoping for a warmth that wasn't there. Jack acknowledged this and sighed, looking sad for the first time Hiccup had ever been with him. His white hair covered his eyes as he bowed his head, whispering his apology in Hiccup's ear. "I'm sorry I can't keep you warm."

Hiccup laughed giddily. "You took me to see the mon- the sea horse today. That was amazing. Don't apologise for anything."

Jack smiled ruefully, and flew them back as fast as he could. He kept Hiccup's body cradled in his arms, sheltering the younger boy from the harshness of the winds. Eventually, they made it back to Hiccup's village, just as the sky was turning black. Hiccup raised his head to stare at the stars, and then to stare at Jack. He couldn't decide what was more beautiful.

"What are you thinking?" Jack said, dropping through Hiccup's bedroom window.

Hiccup was released from Jack's hold and walked towards his bed, flopping down, exhausted. He smiled sweetly. "Nothing."

Jack walked next to him, crouching down so they were face to face. He leaned forward and placed a kiss on Hiccup's forehead. "Sleep well, elska. I'll return to you soon."

Hiccup was being dragged under by sleep, fighting to stay awake. He opened one eye. "Promise?" He slurred.

Jack walked to the window, ready to jump. He smiled and gave a wink. "Promise." And then he leaped into the air, and flew away.


	9. Chapter 9

It was twenty-two sunsets before Hiccup and Jack met again. Hiccup was in the forest with Astrid, laughing and doing target practice, when he felt a cool chill on his neck. Freezing in his place, he inched his head to the right slightly, his eyes still on Astrid, who was too absorbed in launching her battleaxe into the trunk of a nearby unfortunate tree to even notice Hiccup had stopped. A smooth velvet voice filled Hiccup's ears, like runny honey, making his heart beat in excitement. The voice belonged to Jack, the mysterious and amazing winter spirit that Hiccup had become fiercely attached to over the past months. "Hey there, stranger." Jack said playfully, nudging his face into the crook of Hiccup's neck affectionately.

Hiccup's breath escaped him in a _whoosh _and he fought to keep his legs from quaking. The more he saw Jack the more intoxicated he felt, as if he had an unquenchable thirst and Jack was the only water on the planet. Hiccup smiled happily. "Hey, yourself. It's been a long, _long _twenty-two days without you."

Jack feigned surprise, placing his hand on his heart. His dark eyebrows shot up until they were covered by his mass of white messy hair. "Only twenty-two? My, the way I was missing you I thought i was gone a whole year."

Hiccup blushed and laughed, causing Astrid to look at him with her eyebrow raised. She crossed her arms. "Hiccup what are you doing just standing there? Throw the damn spear."

Hiccup reddened further and bent down to pick his spear up off the ground. He took a few shaky breaths, trying to bring his heart beat back to normal, but with Jack standing pressed up against him he found it hard to do anything. With a grunt, he weakly thrust the spear in front of him, only to have it land a meter away from him. Astrid looked at him in disgust, and he shrugged his shoulders in apology. "Sorry."

"Hiccup, what was that? Try again! And put some force into it!" She commanded, pointing at the spear again.

Hiccup sighed and bent down to get the spear, and was surprised when Jack's voice was in his ear again."Allow me." Jack placed his cool white hand over Hiccup's as he picked up the spear, sending chills down his spine. Jack's left arm snaked round Hiccup's waist, and his right hand grasped firmly around Hiccup's as he drew back the spear. "Ready?" He whispered, his breath as cold as ice. "One, two, _three._" Jack thrust the spear forward with so much force that it went clean through the trunk of the tree, unscathed. Hiccup and Astrid's jaws slacked in unison.

She looked at him in awe. "How did you do that?"

Hiccup shook his head, secretly elbowing a laughing Jack in the stomach. "I don't know...Must just be luck."

Astrid scoffed, her fingers tracing the hold in the trunk the weapon had left. Her fingers touched the bark delicately, afraid that if she wasn't gentle the whole thing would disappear. "Luck doesn't slice clean through a tree..." She whispered. "That was something else."

Hiccup laughed nervously. He ran his hand though his hair, attempting to play it cool. "What? No. It's completely normal, human! I'm normal!"

Astrid raised her eyebrows at Hiccup, wondering why he was rambling on so much. "If you say so. I'm going to try it, too!"

Hiccup breathed a sigh of relief that Astrid had blown it over as strength, and had turned it to a competition. Hiccup was about to reply when he saw Jack walking away from him, his footprints leaving a frosty decoration of swirls and patterns on the ground behind him. He turned his head and winked at Hiccup, beckoning him to follow. Hiccup looked at Astrid, and apologised to her in his head. "I've got to go!" He took off running after Jack, following the tall slender boy through the forest, as fast as his feet could carry him. "Wait up!" He called out.

Jack grinned, moving even faster, watching Hiccup push himself even faster, his hands whacking branches out of the way to get to Jack quicker.

Astrid dropped her weapons, rage in her cry. "No, you don't!" She took off, running after him. She leaped over upturned roots and ducked under branches, anger propelling her further. Why did he leave her? Where was he going? Didn't he want to be with her?

Jack stopped in the middle of a clearing, turning round and catching Hiccup mid run and twirling him around, spurred on by his pearls of delighted laughter. Jack couldn't remember the last time he admired someone so deeply. He adored the charming gap in Hiccup's teeth, his quick fire humour and wits, he loved the way his auburn hair caught the light when he ran his hands through it, and he loved the freckles on his face that blossomed when the sun shone. Hiccup flung his arms out as they span, and Jack leaped into the air with him, his own delight resulting in a wild cascade of snowflakes to swirl around them. Hiccup didn't know if it was possible to be happier than he was right there.

Hiccup's delight was cut short when he heard a gasp from behind them. "Hiccup...what _are_ you?" Astrid looked at him, utterly horrified. She saw no Jack, she only saw the boy she thought she knew everything about, floating in mid air with a small storm around him. Who was he? What was he?

Hiccup felt the blood drain from his face. Jack cursed in an ancient language and descended slowly, releasing Hiccup from his grasp. Hiccup outstretched a hand to Astrid, but she recoiled. He flinched, but pushed back the hurt. "I'm human. Just like you."

Astrid shook her head vehemently, her blonde hair furiously whipping back and forth. "No. No, you're not like me. I can't shoot spears through trees, and I can't fly. Ii can't control the weather, or do anything else you can. What are you really, Hiccup?"

When he said nothing, she whipped out her knife and held it to his throat. Jack snarled inhumanely, and he crouched low, ready to attack Astrid, but Hiccup stopped him with the slightest nod of his head. He looked at Astrid, her eyes were light blue, like the very first blue in the sky at sunrise, and right now they were filled with fear, and distrust, and betrayal. She pushed the knife closer in, making Hiccup uncomfortable as he felt the cool blade against his skin. "Tell me what you are or I will cut you."

Hiccup closed his eyes. His voice was soft, pleading. "I'm not anything. I'm human. I'm Hiccup. Please, Astrid, you know this."

She snagged the blade to the side, causing a small cut on Hiccup's throat. Blood oozed out slowly, and he winced. Jack was right behind Astrid now, his tall form towering over her. His eyes were murderous, his stance protective. It was only his instruction from Hiccup that kept him from attacking. A deep growl was emitting from his chest, and his irises formed a ring of gold around the outside. "How do you explain everything?"

"I can't explain it to you. It's a secret." Hiccup whispered, hoping she would hear the truth in his words.

Astrid bared her teeth. "A secret? I thought we didn't have secrets. I don't even know who you are, Hiccup."

"If you can guess what it is, I'll tell you the truth. All of it." Said Hiccup, looking her in the eye.

Astrid pondered the thought for a moment before nodding. "I've been poisoned, and everything I'm seeing isn't real."

Hiccup smiled. "Wrong. Next guess."

"You're pulling a horrible trick on me, as a game." She countered.

He shook his head. "Wrong again. One last guess."

Astrid thought hard. She was about to give in before she gasped, and covered her mouth with her hands, stepping away from Hiccup. Her body passed through Jack's effortlessly. She looked at Hiccup in horror. "Sorcery."

Hiccup tilted his head, resisting the urge to rub his neck. "What about it exactly?"

"You've been using sorcery!" She cried out, pulling at her hair. "Oh, Hiccup you know the Gods don't like it when you play them! It's dark magic, Hiccup."

Hiccup's shoulders slumped in relief. He looked up, fear in his eyes. "I know, I'm so sorry Astrid. I just wanted to be a bigger, better Viking...I thought that if I used the magic I would be just as strong and as fast as you, and all the guys. I'm sorry, I never meant to frighten you." Hiccup managed to squeeze a tear out of one eye, and mentally high-fived himself for his performance. He could do this, he could pull it off!

Astrid stepped forward and flung her arms around his neck, burying her fingers in his hair. She pulled him close to her, her voice pleading. "Please, Hiccup. You must stop it, promise me you will! You are a perfect Viking, you do not need to be anything more or anything less. But stop the dark magic, and I'll pray to the Gods with you for forgiveness."

Hiccup held his arms loosely around her. He kept eye contact with Jack the whole time, feeling himself calm. "I promise, Astrid. No more."

Astrid pulled back, her hand on his face. She was biting her lip, still so full of fear. Except, now she was not afraid of him, but for him. Hiccup placed his hand over hers. "Please don't tell anyone of this, Astrid. It will destroy my father and his reputation in the village, and it'll destroy me. Please do this for me."

Astrid nodded quickly. "Okay. I'll keep your secret."

Hiccup placed a feather light kiss on Astrid's cheek. "Thankyou. Do you mind if I was alone right now? I really need some time to cool down and git rid of all this energy inside me."

Astrid picked up her knife and nodded, trotting back towards their weapon training ground. She turned around and called out, "Be careful!" and then she was gone. Hiccup sank into Jack's embrace, exhausted. He buried his face in Jack's chest, his mind whirring. "Oh, Gods. What have I done? How could I lie like that?"

Jack planted a kiss on the top of his head. "You had to. She'd seen too much, and she's rash, impatient, and angry. You have no idea what she would have spread about the village if you didn't lie."

Hiccup groaned at the thought. "You're right. I think from now on you'll have to visit me in my bedroom instead, because she'll suspect me of doing the sorcery every time I'm gone."

"I'm okay with that. I don't care what we do or where we are, as long as we're together." Jack said, his voice soft and sweet.

Hiccup felt his legs cave, and Jack scooped him up, cradling him to his chest like a newborn. He hushed sweet nothings in his ear, calming him and luring him into a sleep. "You've been through a lot tonight, elska. Would you like me to stay over?"

A lazy smile grew on Hiccup's face. "As long as you don't hog the covers."

Jack grinned, and jumped into the air, his staff in hand. He began to expertly navigate his way to Hiccup's house, making sure to hide Hiccup from any onlookers below them. It was only sunset, but Hiccup had little energy left, and Jack was more than content to simply be around him, even if he was sleeping. As they landed softly in his room, Jack lay Hiccup down onto his small bed, managing to squeeze himself in beside him. They lay together, with Hiccup's head on Jack's chest, and his ice cold lips pressed to Hiccup's neck. He threaded his finger's through Hiccup's hair, breathing in his smell. He smelled of the outdoors and wood and heat and wind. It had become Jack's favourite scent in the world. Cradling the boy to his chest, Jack smiled. "Goodnight, my love."
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When Hiccup opened his eyes, Jack was lying next to him, eyelids fluttering, barely moving. He lay still, like a perfect statue carved by the greatest artist in the world, and Hiccup sighed contentedly. Although he was in turmoil from lying to Astrid, the knots in his stomach seemed to loosen whenever he was near Jack. Hiccup tapped Jack on the chin. Without hesitation, his eyes opened, and Hiccup was once again taken back by their brilliant blue.

"Were you sleeping?" He asked, his fingers tracing Jack's bottom lip.

Jack kissed his fingertip and smiled. "No. I don't sleep. I just like to rest. It's peaceful for me to lie next to you."

Hiccup grinned, skimming his fingers across Jack's palm. He didn't mind the temperature difference, he'd grown accustomed to it. He found that without Jack he'd started to feel too hot. Hiccup chuckled at this and Jack cocked his head. "What?"

"Well," Hiccup began. "I live in Berk, which is always freezing."

Jack smiled, amused. "Good observation, Hiccup."

Rolling his eyes, he continued. "And you'd think I'd always be cold. But since I met you, I always feel I'm too warm unless you're next to me."

Jack laughed and wrapped his arms around Hiccup, pulling him in for a hug. He planted a kiss on the top of his head, his fingers trailing a path down Hiccup's spine distractedly. "When I'm with you, I feel all warm inside. Which is funny because I've never felt warm before. Always cold."

Hiccup lay his head next to Jack's, and tentatively places his fingers on Jack's hand. With a lopsided grin Jack enveloped Hiccup's hand in his, their contrasting temperatures adding to the strange-but good- feeling. Hiccup looked at Jack. He asked, "Do you know any Gods?"

Jack's dark brows furrowed. "What a peculiar question. What do you mean? Do I know any personally, or do I know of all the Gods in the world, or do I know specifically of your Gods?"

"Do you know any of mine personally." Hiccup's heart rate quickened and he willed it silently to slow down. He felt that if it got any faster Jack would surely hear it.

"Well I mean, I'm not best friends with them. We don't all hang out and discuss duties and go on trips together if that's what you mean. But we we've both been here since the birth of the planet, so yes. In a way I know your Gods."

"Do you think..." Hiccup trailed off.

Jack prompted him with a nudge of the shoulder. "What?"

"Do you think that the Gods are mad at me?"

"Why would they be mad?" Jack was baffled.

"B-because...Jack, I have feelings for you I don't have for anyone else. I don't know what they are, or what I'm supposed to do with then, but I cant deny them. I feel it is my duty to be with Astrid and eventually..." Hiccup gulped. "Marry her. But how can I do that when I no longer feel the same? How can I be a good Viking when I can't fight, I don't like killing the animals and I'm not huge and beefy? All I have left is to marry Astrid, and make everyone else proud. Make them happy."

Jack sighed, and he gave Hiccup a small smile. "_Elska_. You do not wish to inflict harm- you are kind. You are gentle. You are loving. You are more than a good enough Viking, and I'll freeze anyone who says different. You don't have to force yourself into marriage to prove something to the village, to your father, not even to yourself. All you owe yourself is happiness. Would that make you happy? To marry her? I wish not to sway your judgement, I only want you to put yourself first. Hiccup, you warm a heart in me that has been cold for centuries, it cannot be wrong for us to feel like this. If it is, then I don't want to be right."

Hiccup drank his words in, the soothing advice slowing his heart. He buried his face into Jack's chest, his soft skin rubbing against the blue jumper. Jack kissed the top of his head. "Come now. I have something exciting planned for today."

Hiccup grinned, and Jack felt his own lips stretching into a smile. He had never been so fascinated with someone before in his life. He'd seen Gods, kingdoms, sirens and mermaids, the beginning of the universe and the very first star in the sky, but none of that was as beautiful as the boy staring back at him. He'd never seen eyes as kind as Hiccups, never seen anything as delicate as when his eyelashes brushed across his cheeks when he blinked, or when blush tinged his cheeks. He'd never appreciated the elements as much as when the wind was blowing Hiccup's hair wildly as they raced through the sky, or when the sun caught his alabaster skin and brought out his freckles, or when their feet left a trail in the mud along a path that only they knew. Hiccup made everything more vibrant, more alive, more beautiful. Everything about him was indescribably magical.

"What are we going to do?" He asked excitedly.

"I convinced our friend the water horse to take us for a little spin." Jack grinned, squeezing the younger boys hand gently. "When do you want to go?"

Hiccup pursed his lips, having just had an idea. "Soon. But I want you to do something for me first."

Jack raised his eyebrow. Hiccup never usually had requests."Anything."

An impish grin spread across his lips, and he reached down the side of his bed to pull out some old paper and a stick of charcoal. "Pose for me."

Jack threw his head back and burst out laughing, his hair catching the glow of the early morning light. It looked almost iridescent. "Okay. What will I do?"

A few moments later of directing Jack around the room, he finally sat on the window ledge, staff in hand, facing Hiccup. He kept perfectly still as Hiccup's command, and tried to keep the half smile off his face as he watched Hiccup's tongue slip out in concentration. His lines were dark and fast, effortlessly confident that there would be no mistakes at his hand. He smudged and sketched, brows furrowing as he drew Jack's face, looking up every second to make sure it was perfect. He then drew him flying, which Jack was only too happy to pose for, floating in Hiccup's room. He waved his hand slightly, and snowflakes started to fall over Hiccup. He laughed and brushed them off, glad that they appeared not to melt onto his paper. Hiccup was unsure of how much time he had sat there drawing Jack in various positions, but by the time he was done his hand ached, his stick of charcoal was now a stump, and in his hand he held five sheets of paper, each one with an image of Jack.

Jack took them out Hiccup's hand gently and ruffled through them. He was astonishingly good at art, Jack could see the likeness in the drawings, from his long thin legs and lean torso to his wicked lopsided smile. He grinned, filled with a mix of admiration and pride. "Thankyou. You did brilliantly."

Hiccup sighed. "If only they had blue charcoal."

Jack laughed lightly, tilting Hiccup's head up to look at him. "Why on earth would you want that."

Hiccup looked at him as if it was obvious. "To draw your eyes. Duh."

Jack smiled again at this, a hint of a dimple appearing on his cheek. "Of course. Now, would you like to take a trip to Scotland, land of bad weather and giant reptile type loch creatures?"

Hiccup tugged on Jack's hand. "Sounds just like home. Can we fly Toothless there?"

Jack locked eyes with the dragon, who's head was dangling down from a beam in the ceiling. "Can you fly that far boy?"

The dragon flashed a gumless smile in return and Jack chuckled. "Alright, then. Toothless it is."

"Wait!" Hiccup exclaimed, dashing over to his bed. He put the drawings under his pillow and nodded. "Okay, we can go now."

With that, Jack waved his hand to make the window large enough for Toothless and the dragon flew out, ready to catch them when they jumped. Waving his hand again, Jack restored the window and wrapped his arm around Hiccup's waist, and jumped.

"Alright boy." Hiccup whispered in Toothless' ear as he landed. "Take me on an adventure."
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Toothless landed roughly, deliberately sending Hiccup flying. He landed face first in the dirt, and he swore he could hear a rumble of laughter in the dragon's chest. Sitting up, he wiped his face and smiled. "I'll get you back for that boy."

Jack floated over to him, laughter in his eyes. "New look?" He said, picking leaves out of Hiccup's hair with his agile fingers.

Hiccup grinned. "That depends. You like it"

Jack tapped him lightly on the head with his staff. "Love it."

He chuckled and shook his head. It was nearing winter now, and light snow had just began to fall on the ground. It began to drift all around him, and Hiccup looked at Jack, amused."Is this you?"

The tall boy crouched down beside him, a smile on his lips. "Yes. It's accidental though."

"What do you mean?"

"If I feel an emotion or sensation particularly strongly, I can't help it. My magic just takes over and then it snows or ices over or something. It doesn't happen often."

Hiccup blushed. This was because of him? "What emotion are you feeling right now?"

Jack cocked his head, and a light breeze blew his hair around like a pure white halo. His eyes were wide and unblinking, and they stared right into Hiccups. "Happiness." He said simply. "Pure happiness."

Hiccup blushed and buried his face in Jack's jumper. He felt a cool hand stroke down his back, and he shivered. "You make me happy, too."

"Good, my _elska_." Jack's cold lips brushed his head. "Now what would you say to a quick snowball fight?"

Hiccup felt himself laughed and sat up. "You'll beat me! You don't even have to roll them I bet."

Jack grinned and waved his staff, and multiple snowballs formed of their own accord. Hiccup flung his arms up and sighed exasperatedly, rolling his eyes. "See? How am I supposed to beat you if you can do that? Either play by the rules or make me some too."

Jack bounced up and walked away from Hiccup, his shoulders shaking from a silent chuckle. "Alright," He said, "I'll make them for you too. Here."

Jack waved his staff and at least one hundred snowballs covered the ground near them both, and Hiccup felt himself crouch into a defensive position. He ran a hand through his hair and grinned. "It's on."

Jack winked. "Go."

No sooner had the words left his mouth Hiccup began launching snowballs at Jack. His aim was off, but whenever one got remotely near Jack he just danced out the way, like it was nothing. Still, Hiccup didn't give up, and looked horribly clumsy as he attempted to duck and dodge Jack's expertise snowball aim. He was hit a few times, but it didn't stop him, and he scooped up a bundle of snowballs before jumping onto Toothless' back. "Fly!" He commanded.

Hiccup felt the dragons powerful muscles spring into action as he launched them into the air, and he laughed with delight. He saw Jack on the ground, shaking his head. He flew into the air with them and began to make snowballs just by waving his hand, and was firing them at the pair. Toothless grinned his gumless smile and attempted to dodge them, or blast the snowballs away with tiny blast of dragon fire. Hiccup hadn't felt this carefree in a long while, and he stood up on Toothless' back to get better aim. He almost hit Jack on numerous occasions, but the boy was just far too agile and leaped out of the way at the last second. Hiccup thought he was doing it to show off, but he wasn't complaining. There was something beautiful about seeing Jack being something more than human. Hiccup leaned back to throw another snowball when the dragon jerked beneath him, avoiding one that Jack had just thrown. Hiccup lost his footing and slipped off Toothless' back, and the snowball slipped from his hands.

As he fell, Hiccup couldn't help but be reminded of his last time falling from a great height. Of course, falling into a giant dragon's mouth is a little bit different from falling onto snow. Still, he felt his heart race faster, and he could always feel the hear surrounding him again, feel the tension in those massive jaws ready to bite. That was when he landed with a gentle thump into Jack's arms, who clutched him close to his chest.

"Hiccup," He said sweetly, his voice soft. "You okay?"

Hiccup breathed in the Jacks scent- an intoxicating mix of dusky days and a cool breeze- and wrapped his arm around his neck, his fingers lacing through his white hair. "Did I win?"

Jack hugged him closer and gave a breathy laugh. "Yes. Yes, you won."

Hiccup tilted his head up and bit his lip, and he felt Jack's body shiver against him. "Good."

"Hiccup?" Jack whispered.

"Hm?" Hiccup pulled Jack's head towards him.

"How's about that kiss?"

Hiccup was seconds away from touching their lips when Toothless bounded into them, knocking them flat on the ground. He licked Hiccup's face all over, and spared a second to give Jack's face a washing too. He laughed, and wiped it off with his sleeve. "Toothless," he said, running a hand through his white hair. "So nice to see you."

Hiccup blushed and squeezed Jack's hand. "Sorry."

"It's alright. I'll get my kiss soon enough." Jack winked and stood up, helping Hiccup to his feet. Jack's emotions had gotten a bit unexpectedly intense and as a result, snow was covering the ground at 10 inches tall. He shrugged and blush coloured his pale skin the lightest shade of pink. "Whoops."

Hiccup snickered and tugged on Jack's hand. "C'mon. I want to see the water horse."

Jack set of on a track, and they made their way towards the loch.
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Hiccup was used to flying with someone else, in fact he'd done it a hundred times. He'd flown with Astrid, with the twins, even with his father on one occasion. But that was nothing compared to flying with Jack. He couldn't explain it- that electric surge he felt flow through his skin when Jack touched him, and he was trying extremely hard to focus on flying Toothless rather than the feeling of Jacks strong hands wrapped around his waist. He could feel his passenger's body shake against his with quiet laughter and turned around briefly, his heart missing a beat when he saw that lopsided smirk he loved so much. "What are you laughing at?" He didn't have to shout; Jack would hear it.

He smiled widely, looking so beautiful that Hiccup was momentarily dazed. "Just that you blush so much. It's adorable."

Hiccup blushed even deeper at his words and turned back around, smiling to himself. "Oh, okay." The next thing he felt was Jack's cool lips against his cheek, and a shiver racked down his spine.

Jack grimaced and moved further away from Hiccup. "Sorry," He said, apologetically.

"Jack," Hiccup said quietly, almost embarrassed. "That shiver had, um, nothing to do with being cold...if you know what I mean. You can come back." As soon as the words left his mouth he could almost feel his entire face turn bright red and he sighed internally- how could one person be so awkward?

Realisation dawned on Jack and he shifted closer to Hiccup again, his own cheeks getting the faintest tinge of gold. Hiccup noticed this from his peripheral vision and turned his head, drawing a brow up in confusion. "Why are you cheeks gold?"

"My blood is gold." He said softly. He smiled again, and his blinding white teeth made Hiccup feel like he was melting.

Hiccup shook his head in awe, still unable to believe that someone so beautiful was so close to him, talking to him. He placed his warm hand over Jack's cool one for the duration of the journey after that, his thumb stroking his pale marble hand in small, soft circles. They didn't talk for the rest of the flight, but they didn't need to. With Jack there was no such thing as an awkward silence, there was no need to fill the air with noise. He was perfectly content to just sit with him, to feel his skin pressed against Jack, to feel the weight of his head resting against his shoulder, and the tickle of Jack's breathy voice in his ear as he whispered words in a language Hiccup didn't know. Sitting in silence with Jack was better, Hiccup thought. It gave him time to really see Jack's beauty. Eventually they landed, Toothless stretching his wings then furling them up against his back after their descent. Jack hopped off gracefully, his hand outstretched to grasp Hiccup's. They walked slowly, enjoying the smell of the clean breeze.

"It smells a lot less like fish here." Hiccup said, absentmindedly. He decided that it smelled like trees, and dirt. It smelled fresh.

Jack chuckled. "Well you're going to see a very big fish right now, so I would take advantage of this nice air before it's too late."

"Okay." Hiccup breathed in three huge mouthfuls of the air and expelled them slowly back into the breeze. He felt the excitement surge through him again at the thought of seeing the Water Horse. She was just so beautiful, he had the strongest desire to go home and sketch her, from all the possible angles he reached the clearing they had last time, and Jack dropped Hiccup's hand to walk forward to the bring of the water. He put his hand in, and muttered, "_Allo'ade_, Nessie." As he said this, Hiccup could have sworn he seen a faint gold light appear around Jack's hand. Jack stepped back, and briefly Hiccup thought that nothing had happened. He waited, his eyes on the water, but it appeared to be still.

He walked up to Jack, tugging on his sleeve. "I don't think it worked, Jack."

"Patience, _elska_. She is large, and old." He said gently, his hand encompassing Hiccup's.

No sooner had the words left their voice did the water begin to ripple, and he ground beneath their feet seemed to shake slightly. It was the feeling of anticipation that quickened Hiccup's heart, and he clung to Jack's side. The next thing he knew, the huge water horse broke the surface, her long winding body standing taller than Hiccup remembered. She thrashed and let out a cry, her motions causing a wave of water to head straight for Jack and Hiccup.

"Aw, no." Said Hiccup, bracing himself to get soaked. However, nothing happened, and he opened an eye in curiosity.

Jack chuckled again, his hand raised. He had froze the water racing for them, and it looked like a very large, clear window in front of them. He waved his hand again and it all disintegrated into broken shards at their feet. Jack swept Hiccup up into his arms and walked over the shards, his bare feet seemingly unharmed by them. He walked straight up to the Nessie's face, and smiled. "_Telle'utae_."

Hiccup snaked his arms around Jack's neck and tilted his head in confusion. There was a more golden glow about him again. It seemed to happened whenever he spoke that language. "Jack," He said quietly. "What language is that?"

Jack's cool lips pressed against his forehead. "The language of the fae. I said good afternoon to her, and just there I thanked her for coming up to see us. She doesn't have to, it's her own choice."

"Oh." Hiccup thought about this and frowned, trying to remember how Jack had spoken. "Um..tell..tell-oo-tay..?"

Jack laughed and shook his head. "You tried, but not quite. It's notoriously hard for anyone who isn't fae or magical of some sort to speak fae fluently."

Hiccup chuckled in agreement. Out of Jack's mouth the words had flown smoothly like silk, yet from Hiccup's they sounded jaunty and blunt. "Will you teach me some?"

His large green eyes looked at Jack hopefully, and he could feel his lips pull into a smile. One look like that and he'd do anything. "Of course. But for now, let's go and have some fun."

Still carrying Hiccup, Jack nodded at the water horse, and she dipped her head for them to climb on. Jack leaped gracefully as ever onto her, his feet barely even making a noise. Her body was very large and very scaly, and Jack held on to the deep ridges in-between these scales for grip. Hiccup still clung to him, and Jack knew that excited as he was, he was a little frightened at what was going to happen. Rocking him gently, Jack spoke to him soothingly. "It's okay. Trust me, Hiccup. I won't let anything happen."

The waterhorse raised her head, and Jack strengthened his grip as she plummeted back under the water. Hiccup tensed against him, expecting the cold rush of the clear dark water to drench him, but he found he was fully dry. He heard Jack's voice. "See? You're safe."

Hiccup couldn't believe it. As soon as they broke the water, Jack swirled the water around him to form a sphere and instantly froze it, so that he was inside it. The ice was so clear that Hiccup could see everything in the loch, but it started to get darker the deeper they went, and he had trouble seeing. He assumed Jack was in there with him, but to his surprise saw the boy in front of him, grinning. He didn't seem to be affected by the coldness of the water, nor did he look in pain at the lack of oxygen. Amazing, Hiccup thought. Jack stuck out a hand and muttered something, and a gold light shone out of his hand. The light was very bright, and lit up through the darkness of the loch, so that Hiccup could see every creature, every rock and plant and fish that was hidden in the dark depths. They swam deeper and deeper until suddenly, Jack motioned with his hand and Hiccup, inside his ice protection, floated towards him. The waterhorse swam away, but he had a feeling that they wouldn't need her.

"What are we looking for?" He said, hoping that Jack could make out what he was saying. His white hair floated in the water, so bright that it almost gave off its own light.

Jack just grinned, and pulled him along further. It was very dark, but when he lifted his hand and shone it at what Hiccup could now see was a cave, the breath left Hiccup's body. Mermaids. At least five of them, and they all swam out to meet Jack. They were exactly like the folklore had said, their tails were at least six feet long, with ridged fins along the back, their skin was a pale blue, but smooth, like untouched marble. Their eyes were very wide, and almost seemed to be further apart than a humans, and on their neck was a set of gills, which moved when they breathed. They all looked very similar, but very different at the same time. One's hair was black as night, tangled with seaweed and debris, whereas two of them had fiery red hair, also tangled in shells and dirt. There was a blonde one, who's hair was almost as light as Jacks, and one with very long, wavy purple hair, with golden eyes. They surrounded Jack, their webbed hands touching his hair, his face, his body. They seemed to talk to him, although their voice was not words, but song of some sort. Yet, Jack seemed to understand it, and he talked back, in what Hiccup could only guess was fae. A pang of jealously arose in him, and he knew that it was stupid- Jack wanted him, not these mermaids, but still he couldn't force it away completely. They fawned over him. and when they sang he had a dazed, pleasant look on his face, as if he didn't know why he was there, but was happy to be there anyway. Hiccup banged on his sphere once and Jack shook his head awake again, and turned to face them. He merged himself inside the sphere, grinning.

"Look, Hiccup! Mermaids! Aren't you excited?" He said, holding his hand. He was dripping wet, and his breath came out a cold puff. Hiccup shivered.

"Yes, they're beautiful. I wish they wouldn't touch you so much though." He grumbled.

Jack laughed, winking at Hiccup. "I'm a good looking guy, what can I say?"

"Jack."

"Okay, okay. They like me because I'm fae, and they are part fae, too. We call them the _Oaria._" He said, slicking his white hair back.

"Are they evil? Don't they sing to entice men aboard their ships, and then drag them down to the bottom of the ocean and lure them to their death?" Hiccup said, biting his lip. He'd read about them before in one of his father's books, they had always frightened him.

"Well, no. These are the merfolk, not the sirens. They're closely related, except the merfolk just sing to entice the listener, not to eat them." He said happily. He was aware that he was soaking, and that Hiccup was shivering. "Sorry."

Hiccup ignored him and frowned. "They were singing to you!"

Jack grinned mischievously. "Yeah. Doesn't fully work because I'm not human, but I still feel a little of the affects."

"Do you like them...like that?" Hiccup said, ducking his head and blushing furiously.

Jack tilted Hiccup's head up gently and smiled, his eyes soft. "No, _elska_. I only like you."

Hiccup nodded silently, embarrassment still flooding through him. Jack saw this and nudged him. "Do you want a shot?"

"Huh?"

"Do you want a turn of the mermaids singing to you?" Their was humour in his eyes, but Hiccup couldn't figure out why. He didn't trust that smirk, but caved anyway.

"Okay."

Jack grinned and motioned for Hiccup to hold his breath. As soon as he did, Jack broke the sphere and suddenly Hiccup was very, _very _cold. It was enough to shock him into losing his breath, but something else held his attention. The mermaids swam up to him and began to sing, touching his face and hair. Their lips were by his ears, his cheeks, his mouth, and the song was so beautiful, so ethereal that Hiccup's whole body went limp, and he struggled to focus on keeping his breath. Their hair wrapped around him like a vice, their eyes blinking slowly as they looked at him. He found himself mesmerized by their golden colour. They were so beautiful. The most beautiful things he'd ever seen, he wanted to stay down here forever. Why couldn't he anyway? It would be so much nicer down here with the mermaids, he wouldn't be leaving anyone behind. Jack would always-

Jack.

The single thought was enough to break the spell, and Hiccup shook himself free, the air freeing itself from his mouth. He began to panic, his hands holding to his throat, but the nearest mermaid grabbed his face and kissed him, blowing air back into his lungs. He felt extremely dazed again, and he could swear that she was laughing at him. At this point Jack, looking slightly angry, grabbed Hiccup's arm and said something to the mermaids. Two of them accompanied the duo, one grabbing onto either side of Jack and Hiccup. They began to swim, and their tails were so powerful that they broke the surface in a matter of seconds. Hiccup took a deep breath, the water sticking his fringe to his face. The mermaids smiled again, and one of them touched a webbed hand to his cheek before both of them plunged back underwater. Jack took it from there, dragging a very dazed Hiccup back on shore.

He grinned widely. "That was awesome."

Jack held his hand. "I thought you'd like it."

"I did, those mermaids are really something."

Jack's frowned a little. "Yes, you certainly seemed to think so."

"What's wrong?"

"Nothing. Just thought you maybe enjoyed that a bit too much." Jack tapped his heart. "I'm a little bit jealous. Not very happy that one of them kissed you."

Hiccup blushed and grinned, secretly happy that Jack was jealous. "Well they are intoxicating. And very beautiful. And I'm a great kisser; they must have sensed that. Nothing to do with my lack of air or anything."

His expression soured. "Do you want me to chuck you back in?"

Laughing, Hiccup squeezed his hand. "No. At least they couldn't hold me in their spell for very long."

Just pursed his lips. "Yeah, I saw that. Why didn't that work? Every man is completely entranced until the mermaids let them go, but not you. How did you do it?"

Hiccup looked him in the eyes and said simply, "I thought of you."

Jack's expression softened, and he turned on his side. "Oh, Hiccup."

"What?"

Jack took his time answering, and his words were very soft and picked carefully."A mermaid's spell can only be broken by true love. Only if you love someone so strongly, and so deeply, more than you love them-or think you love them- can you be free." He said, his fingertips resting on Hiccup's face.

Hiccup was quiet for a while. He had no doubt in his heart when Jack said the words that he was in love with him. It felt right to say it, natural to say it. In fact he'd even say love wasn't strong enough for what he felt. He'd do anything, be anyone, to be with him. Hiccup could remember his life without Jack, but couldn't envision a future without him. They were just supposed to be. "I love you, Jack."

Jack's lips parted into the widest smile, and he closed his eyes. "I love you, too, Hiccup."

He wasn't sure how long they lay there for, but they stayed, lying in each other's embrace until the sun set, and the sky was a painting of fiery reds, oranges and the faintest twinges of purple. Toothless had sat patiently waiting on them since they entered the water, and he, too, lay with his large head on the ground, the only movement coming from the rise and fall of his scaled chest. Eventually, a cool breeze stirred them, blowing tendrils of Jack's now dry hair into the air. He smiled sadly, and rose, picking Hiccup up gently. The younger boy was soundly asleep, gentle snores occasionally escaping his mouth. Jack didn't jostle him, his delicate movements so soft that Hiccup was barely knocked. Toothless opened one eye as Jack approached him.

"Fly behind us?" He said to the dragon, who nodded his head in agreement. He rose on all legs, stretched out his wings, and crouched, ready for flight. With his staff tucked under his arm, and Hiccup help close to his chest, Jack leaped into the air and flew back towards Hiccup's small cottage. They made it back fairly quickly, and Jack entered through the window of Hiccup's room, drawing the curtains closed behind him. Stoick wasn't in, so Toothless entered through the front door as usually, and settled on top of the beams in Hiccup's room. When he lay him down on the bed, Hiccup opened his eyes lazily and rubbed them, his hands reaching out for Jack. "Will you stay tonight?"

Jack shook his head no. "I'm sorry, I can't tonight. I have neglected quite a lot of my duties these past few months being with you, I shouldn't miss any more than I can get away with. I'll see you in a few days, though."

"Okay..." Hiccup had already started to sleep again by the end of Jack's sentence. The white haired boy chuckled and hesitated above Hiccup's lips, before moving to his forehead and kissing that instead. He chuckled, and brushed back Hiccup's hair. "I'll get my kiss one day."  
>He then perched on the window ledge again, and took flight into the night.<p> 


	13. Chapter 13

Hiccup had spent the next week in a happy distracted daze. He'd told Jack he loved him, and he said it back. It felt so real, and so amazing to be loved back, and nothing could bring his mood down. He completed every one of his chores without complaint, he let others win the dragon races, he put in hard work at the armory with Gobber, everything was just going well for him(which hardly ever happened). Of course, he still missed Jack. That never went away- it was a constant ache of loss that he could swear he could feel in his heart with every beat. Jack had left a note on his window in frost stating when he'd be back, and Hiccup couldn't wait. He's even noted it down in his diary, along with a few hundred drawings of Jack, too. Just two more days and he'd be back, and his life would bet ultimately better again. Hiccup still had to see Astrid about the village, and although he was happy to see her the guilt crushed him inside. He knew that she still liked him, and he hated lying to her, but what could he do? If she ever found out the truth she'd be destroyed, and very, _very_ angry. He wasn't sure he wanted to take that chance, so as much as it hurt inside, he plastered on a fake smile whenever she came near him.  
>On that particular day, Astrid had taken him by surprise. She opened the door to his small but sturdy house and was greeted with a huge hug from Stoick. He lifted her off her feet and crushed her to his chest, her face getting scratched by his beard. She made a noise of protest, but laughed anyway and hugged him back. Stoick liked her, and it filled her with pride knowing that she was with the Chief's son, and that the Chief liked her so much. She felt like a true, proper Viking. Stoick's loud voice filled up the small room instantly as he clapped her on the shoulder. "Astrid, my girl! Where have you been? I've not seen you in this house for, well, it must be at least a month! Have you finally grown sick of Hiccup?" His tone was joking, but his thick eyebrows pulled together in worry. Hiccup couldn't mess this up with Astrid, she would be the best wife in the village for him, and there wasn't many other girls suitable for the Chief's son. Astrid would be a good wife <em>and<em> a good warrior.  
>Astrid smiled and put a hand on her hip. She blew her blonde fringe back from her face. "No, I haven't. I'm actually here to see him if that's okay. He's been away so often the past few months." Her tone remained casual but she was overly-conscious of the fact that her hand was very lightly trembling. She couldn't tell Stoick about the black magic, he would kill Hiccup and she'd never see him again, and no matter how angry at him she was, that was something she'd never want.<br>"Hiccup! Get down here!" Stoick yelled, his voice booming. Hiccup stumbled down the stairs, managing to slip while he was at it and knock over two piles of books on a nearby shelf. He came to a stop at Stoick's feet, who looked at him in wonder. "You can't do anything without leaving some destruction behind you, can you?"  
>Hiccup ran a hand through his hair and laughed nervously, kicking the pile of books he'd knocked underneath a table. Out of sight out of mind right? "Aha, yeah...anyway, what's up?"<br>"Astrid's here to see you!" Stoick clapped him on the shoulder, except instead of standing still like Astrid, Hiccup was sent flying forward, right into the blonde girl. He fumbled and blushed, immediately trying to disentangle himself from her, but the longer he fumbled to more time it seemed to take. His cheeks burned a furious red, almost deep enough to hide his freckles. Astrid grabbed his hands and pushed him back, giving them both more balance. She laughed, and Hiccup rubbed his wrist. "Ah, thanks."  
>She nodded. "Yeah. So, do you want to do anything today?"<br>Hiccup could already feel the 'no' forming on his lips, but one look at Stoick's intimidating glare was enough to force a smile onto his face."Yes. Just let me get my vest." He was wearing just his green sweater, and although it was made small, it still hung off his skinny frame.  
>"I'll come with." When neither Stoick nor Hiccup protested, she pushed past him and walked to his room siting on his bed. Hiccup grabbed his vest from the floor and put it on. He cast a glance out the window and sighed- there was huge clouds in the sky, dark grey ones that held only promises of rain. "I'd better go put on my boots. I think they're downstairs, just wait here." He mumbled, dashing out the room.<br>Astrid lay down on his bed, and inhaled. It smelled like Hiccup, which she could only describe as the smell of sunshine, pine cones and just a hint of metal. But as she sniffed, she detected a new scent, too. This one smelled cold, almost like a breeze. It stung her nose. She wondered who it could belong to, but before her thoughts got very far she was distracted by a lump under the pillow. Moaning, she stuck a hand under the pillow. "What the..?" She pulled her hand out, and in it she held a leather-bound book with sticks of charcoal in it. She knew instantly it was wrong, that she shouldn't do it. This was Hiccup's privacy. But it was as if she couldn't stop herself, and quickly, while she could still hear Hiccup pottering about for his boots, she opened it. The first few pages were filled with what she expected- drawings of Toothless, and Hiccup. But as she flicked, the images started to change. There seemed to be a new figure, drawn again and again, taking up all the space on the pages. There was drawings of them on Toothless together, in the sky, profiles of his face. Astrid stared, it was as if she knew this face. It looked so oddly familiar, but who was it, and why was Hiccup drawing him? Why were they drawn like this? It was as if Hiccup had drawn them as...a couple? No, that couldn't be it, could it? Astrid read on, her head swimming. As she flicked another page, the stranger's name was written in every space. She traced it with her figure, staring, until suddenly it clicked. The figure in Hiccup's drawings was not a stranger, but, impossibly, it was Jack Frost. She had read of him many years ago, the tiniest section on him, because he could only be seen if you believed, legend said. Well boy did she believe now. It all made sense, the late nights, the disappearing act, the flying, the smell on his pillow- Astrid covered her nose as she gripped the book tightly, her fingers threatening to rip the page. Her pinkie smudged Jack's face a little, and she looked at it. She'd seen very vague drawings of him in the book of legends, obviously drawn by someone who saw him in fleeting. In those drawings, his eyes looked steely and cold, his jaw locked, staff wielded like a weapon. He looked dangerous. But in Hiccup's, he somehow appeared to seem soft, as if that lop sided grin was the only expression he had around Hiccup. He draw them underwater with strange beats which she could only assume were sirens. How could this _thing _put her Hiccup in such danger? How did it manage to trick him like this? She noticed how in almost every drawing their hands were touching, or their foreheads pressed together, or his hand outstretched to clasp what she could only presume would be Hiccup's hand. Astrid felt sick. She knew this couldn't be possible, Hiccup couldn't _be _with this creature, could he? It had to be some sort of trick, or magic. Her Hiccup was still in there, she knew it. Her trembling fingers flicked another page as her breaths came in short, rapid intakes. Her heart missed a beat. On the page, was a very simple drawing of Hiccup and Jack, staring into each others eyes, with a sentence above it: _I love him. _She read those words again and again, drinking them in until she felt as if they were written on her, his words seared onto her skin as if it was parchment and he was the author. Her breath got stuck in her throat, and her eyes threatened to water. She was so stupid, so so stupid. He had never said those words to her, and she had never felt their absence quite so profoundly as she did just then. Gripping the book to her chest, she let out a whine and shook her head. She would not believe this until she saw it. It couldn't be real, she was just being paranoid, overreacting. She had noted the date of their next encounter, which Hiccup had helpfully written in the top corner. Two days time. As she heard Hiccup's footsteps again, she shoved the book back under the pillow and crossed her hands over her stomach, moaning in pain. Hiccup opened the door and immediately his eyebrows raised in concern. "You okay, Astrid?"

She stood up and shook her head. "No, I have a stomach ache. I don't think I can hang out with you today, Hiccup."

Hiccup went and stood by her, pulling her arm around his neck to support her. He bumped her head lightly with his and smiled. "That's okay. Let's just get you home."

As she leaned into him, she could smell that distinct cool, cold scent again, and a tear rolled down her cheek. She wiped it away before Hiccup realised, and steeled her gaze. She was Astrid, a great viking-she did not cry. This was all a misunderstanding, and she'd prove it when she went to follow Hiccup on this meeting. When he got her downstairs, Astrid leaned against the wall and smacked her head as if she'd forgotten something. "Oh! Hiccup, can you get my bag? I left it in your room I think."

"Sure." Hiccup removed himself ungracefully from Astrid and ran back upstairs.

Working quickly, Astrid ran to the back room where Stoick was sitting, admiring his weapons. She grabbed his shoulder and spun him round, her voice low and urgent. "Stoick, something is wrong with Hiccup. I found a book in his room, under his pillow, and it's filled with pictures of him and what seems to be Jack Frost. But these are drawings of them being _together, _Stoick, he's infatuated. He even wrote that he loves him! That's were he's been going all these nights, that's what's changed about him! He never makes time for me because he's with _him._"

Stoick stared at her, his mouth wide. He began to laugh, assuming it was a joke, or that Astrid was crazy. but something in her gaze stopped him. "Astrid... you're serious about this? The _Jokul Frosti_...Jack Frost. You're telling me Hiccup is in love with that monster?"

Astrid nodded quickly, her eyes pleading. "Stoick, for the love of the Gods, believe me. If you can believe in dragons, and sirens, and Valhalla and in all of our Gods, and you know these to be real, know that Jack Frost is real, too. You need to believe to see him, Stoick. That's why he's so dangerous. They meet in two days at the clearing in the woods. We'll follow them, and you'll have your proof. I know I sound crazy, but you need to believe me. You need to help me save Hiccup, please. _Please_."

A distant voice called down from the stairs. "Astrid? I can't find your bag."

"Oh! I already have it, sorry! Must've forgot!" She called up hastily. She whirled to face Stoick, her eyes pleading.

Stoick groaned and dragged a hand down his large ruddy face. He looked at her, her brows furrowed. "Okay, Astrid. i'll see this book for myself, and I'll come with you. But if I see nothing then I want this to be the last of this talk, and nobody in the village hears. It would be a disgrace on this family, do you understand?"

Astrid nodded quickly and ran back into the living room, greeted by Hiccup. She gave him a quick kiss on the cheek, her lips barely grazing his skin, and ran out the door, shutting it tight behind her. Hiccup stood shocked at how quickly she had come and left, and he blew out a relieved sigh then made his way back up to his room. Astrid sank down with her back against the outside of the door. Two days. Two days until she would find out. Two days until she saved Hiccup.


	14. Chapter 14

Hiccup clutched his hands to his chest giddily as his feet crunched on the leaves and twigs of the forest floor. He made it to the clearing, his heart beating quicker with each step. It was finally the day Jack came back, and he had missed him terribly. He told his father he was leaving to practice some things with Toothless, and he had accepted it easily enough, although there was something off about him. Stoick was never one to pay that much attention to Hiccup, but he seemed antsy, staring at Hiccup for a second too long. The dragon walked beside him, nudging Hiccup's hand with his large hand. A few times on their journey Toothless had whipped his head round, staring into the woods as if he could see something, but every time Hiccup brushed it off, telling the dragon it was just a squirrel and to leave it alone. Now that he had made it to the clearing, the anticipation was always too much for Hiccup and he lay against a tree, tilting his head up to the sky. He was early, but he never wanted to miss Jack. The wind blew around him, lifting his hair up and out of his face. He heard the cool voice in his ear before he saw him.  
>"Hey, stranger."<br>"Jack!" Hiccup grinned flinging his arms around Jack's neck. He hugged him as tight as he could, breathing in his familiar smell. "I missed you."  
>Jack chuckled and rested his chin on Hiccup's head. "I missed you too, <em>elska<em>. I'm here now though."  
>The snow fell around them and Hiccup chuckled, stretching his hand out to catch the snowdrops. Some landed in his hand, and he expected them for snowflakes. However, he couldn't find any, and he frowned. "Hm."<br>Jack nipped at his ear with his teeth playfully before planting a kiss on his cheek, which immediately flushed red. "What are you looking for?"  
>"I wanted to catch a snowflake, but they're too small." Hiccup explained, leaning back into Jack's embrace, his long arms wrapped around the younger boy's torso.<br>Jack smiled and leaned forward towards Hiccup's hand. He blew out a stream of very cold, dark blue breath, causing Hiccup's eyebrows to raise in surprise. Before his very eyes, in his hand was hundreds of perfectly formed snowflakes, so intricate in detail that Hiccup felt like he was dreaming. Jack waved his fingers and they all disintegrated, the breeze picking up the shattered fragments into the air, swirling all around them. Smiling, Hiccup took Jack's hand as he walked towards the centre of the clearing, where they lay down, and looked at the clouds. It was a picturesque day, the clouds were white -not grey- for once, the sun was sat high in the sky, and some free dragons roamed above them. Hiccup's hand squeezed Jack's, and he nestled closer, placing his head in the crook of Jack's neck. He wasn't sure how long they lay like that, but whether it was a minute or an hour, it would never be enough. Jack's staff lay by his other side, his fingers lightly grazing it and the snow fell softly around them. Suddenly, Hiccup propped himself up on one elbow and faced Jack, squinting in the light of the sun. "Jack, can you teach me how to speak fae?"  
>"What do you want to know how to say?" He asked, pursing his lips.<br>"Anything."  
>"Okay..." Jack smiled. "I'll start you off easy. 'My name is' is '<em>a'llemenia mae'<em>."

Hiccup furrowed his brows. "_a'llemenia mae_ _Hiccup_."  
>Jack laughed and kissed his forehead. "Very good! Can you remember how to say 'thankyou'?"<br>Hiccup scrunched his eyes shut and gritted his teeth, muttering out a wobbly and unsure,"_Telle'utae_?"  
>"Brilliant! Your pronunciation is much better." Jack grinned, his bright white teeth startling Hiccup. "<em>Alle llemia utae, Hiccup."<br>"_What does that mean?" Hiccup asking, although he had a feeling he already knew. He rolled himself over until he was lying on top of Jack, staring down at him with a smile.  
>"It means," Jack said, his head tilting up. "That I love you."<br>"I love you, too." Hiccup blushed, grinning. He lowered his head, excitement buzzing through him. Every instinct in Hiccup's body screamed at him to kiss Jack, until it was all he could think. It filled his head, his thoughts, even the air around him seemed to change until all you could inhale was the scent of Jack.  
>"Hiccup." Jack choked out, his hand gripping in Hiccup's hair, pulling him closer. He closed his eyes and parted his mouth, waiting for their lips to connect. But the next thing, he knew, Hiccup was hauled off him and flung aside, where he skidded across the ground and slammed into a tree trunk, groaning. Jack was on his feet in an instant, staff in hand, whirling to face the atttacker. Stoick stared back at him.<p> 


	15. Chapter 15

Stoick took a shaky breath as soon as Hiccup left the house. He had tried to keep his calm, appear disinterested, but fear was surging through him. He had left the exact date Astrid said he would, and it was feeling too real for Stoick to handle. Astrid sneaked in as soon as Hiccup left, making almost no noise. Her flaxen hair was pulled back in a tight braid and she wrung her hands nervously, taking deep breaths. Stoick rose and walked to Hiccup's room, his hand sliding under the pillow. Part of him almost hoped that it wasn't there, but alas, his fingers came into contact with the thick leather of Hiccup's book. He held it in his hand as he returned to Astrid, thick fingers shaking. He opened it, skipping past the drawings of Toothless and heading straight for the images of Jack Frost. Stoick gasped as he saw them, and the detail in them. These were not sketches that could be done from one sighting, the way Hiccup drew him, as if you could almost see the humour in his eyes, the curve of his lips- Hiccup had met with this monster many times. The thought made Stoick's stomach twist until he felt as if it was knotted and coiled, like rope. The pages only got worse as he read more. Constant drawings of him, some sketches, some detailed, his name written on every space of the page. _Jack. Jack. Jack. _It was all Stoick could see. This was no joke, this Jack Frost was real and he had his talons in Hiccup. Anger surged through him, and he trembled. Astrid grimaced and turned the page, her tapering finger pointing at the sentence she could not bear to hear out loud. Stoick scanned it, his eyes reading it a second time, a third, a fourth. Then he placed him palm on the page, and in one quick motion, ripped it out and crumpled it, fire in his eyes. His son did not love this beast, and he would make sure of it. "Astrid." Stoick grunted, grabbing his iron sword from his table. "We leave now."

They quietly followed Hiccup's trail, easy enough due to the footprints of broken twigs and crushed leaves, and the large prints of the dragon. They moved quickly, Stoick's anger causing him to stomp, but Astrid placed a hand on his chest and stopped him. "We must be quiet. Hiccup has Toothless, he'll hear us if we're loud."  
>Stoick grunted and lightened his steps, trying to make as little noise as possible. It was not an easy feat due to his vast size, but they managed to follow them without being detected. A few times Toothless turned round and stared right at them, but when that happened they froze, staying so still that they might as well have been trees in the forest. Eventually Hiccup made it to a clearing, and Astrid dragged Stoick behind a fallen tree, where they lay close to the ground, watching Hiccup. He stood for a few seconds, smiling, before leaning on a tree. He had his eyes closed, and the wind blew his hair. Then, he whirled to his left, and flung his arms around something. Astrid couldn't see anything; it was as if Hiccup was simply hugging air. But then realization dawned on her when the wind blew again, and she began to see snow fall, despite the perfect weather. It really was Jack Frost. As the belief overcame her, she rubbed her eyes and looked up, this time shocked to actually see Jack. He was easily a head taller than Hiccup, very lean and wiry, with the palest skin she'd ever seen, almost translucent, and hair as white as snow. He was beautiful. But still, rage flowed through her, and she gasped. Stoick's large hand clamped over her mouth, his lips close to her ear. "What do you see?" He whispered.<br>Astrid looked at him, and mouthed, "_Jack._"  
>She could see Jack kissing his hair, his forehead, wrapping his arms around her Hiccup and squeezing him. She swore she could almost see the blush creep up Hiccup's neck as he did so. Sadness and jealousy filled her mind, and she felt tears prick at her eyes. It was one thing to read it, or look at pictures, but to see it happen right in front of you was a completely different feeling. It hurt. The two boys lay down together, their hands clasped together, staring at the sky. She wanted to move, to scream, but she couldn't. She felt paralyzed, and as a tear rolled down her cheek Stoick touched her shoulder.<br>"What are they doing?" He said, his voice low and urgent. He still couldn't see Jack, and it was infuriating him. He knew that he needed to believe to see him, but it was just so awful to believe, so horribly unbelievable to think that it was true, that he did not want to believe. He was his own biggest barrier to the truth.  
>Astrid wiped her cheek and spoke, her eyes never leaving Hiccup. "They're lying on the ground, and they're holding hands. They seem to be speaking to each other, the creature looks like he's happy with Hiccup. They're smiling." Her words seemed more like a whisper with each breath. Then, her mouth dropped open, and she faced Stoick. "You have to believe, right now. <em>Now.<em>"  
>Stoick grunted and pushed all negative thoughts out of his head, focusing on solely one thing: Jack Frost is real. He repeated it again and again, his eyes scrunched close and muttering under his breath, until eventually, the truth swarmed over him and he heaved, his breath hitching in his throat. He couldn't deny it any more, and the sanctity of his honor was at stake. He had to believe, or he would fail. "He is real. My son has been taken by Jack frost."<br>When he looked up, the seemingly empty space next to Hiccup started to shimmer and gleam, until it materialized into a tall, white haired boy with scuffed bottoms and bare feet. He looked older than Hiccup, and in the light, his pale skin almost seemed to be shining gold. Stoick watched in shock and Hiccup smiled and rolled himself over on top of this beast, leaning down. Their heads were too close, Stoick couldn't think straight. What was he thinking? What had this monster done to him? Why had Hiccup brought shame to his family? Then, when Jack's hand snaked through Hiccup's hair, Stoick heard him mutter a loud, soft, "_Hiccup_."

He hadn't planned on running at them. He did not know what he planned, but when he saw Hiccup on top of him, their fingers grasping at each other as if they were lovers, rage boiled over him and he charged, unsheathing his sword. They did not expect him. His mind was muddled, fueled by anger, and he gripped Hiccup by the neck, yanking him back before his lips touched the incubus. He tossed his son aside and he rolled across the ground, his skinny frame slamming against a tree, where he lay there, moaning. Jack was on his feet in an instant, panic in his eyes. He looked at Hiccup, his face crumpling, before holding his staff defensively, and whirling on his attacker. It was then that he realised just who had attacked him, and Stoick, raising his large arms high, swung his sword.


	16. Chapter 16

Stoick swung his arm down with a grunt, and Jack deftly stepped back, his heart racing. He needed time to think, to stop this, but Stoick wasn't giving him any time. He came at him again and again, swinging his sword with more and more power. Jack's gracefulness aided him, and he managed to sidestep each blow by an inch. He had to get to Hiccup, he could see Astrid advancing towards him in his peripheral vision, but Stoick's unrelenting swings made it almost impossible. Jack flung his hands up as Stoick got closer, creating walls of ice between them to block the blows and buy him more time, however it only delayed his attacker by a few seconds, as his meaty arms brought down the frozen protection with a shatter each time. Jack looked at him, feeling genuine fear as he stared at those crazed eyes. "Why are you doing this?"

"Don't you dare ask me why!" He raged, grunting as he swung again. "You know why. You've tricked my son into shame, he is supposed to be the tamer of dragons, the husband of Astrid, the leader of the clan! He is supposed to make me proud."

Jack looked at him in disgust. "How can you say that? He has done so many things to make you proud. He is the purest soul I've ever met."

"Until he was tainted by you!" Stoick raged. "He thinks he loves you, but he does not know love. What he feels for you is false, but with Astrid it will be real."

Jack shot ice from his staff, and it hit Stoick directly. He bent over for a few seconds, before he broke free, panting. Jack didn't want to hurt him, but there was only so much he could do before he hand to protect himself and Hiccup for real. "Hiccup does love me, and I love him. More than I have ever loved anyone in my immortal life, and that is no trick."

As Stoick raised his arms to swing again, Jack leaped into the air and dodged him, searching for Hiccup. He had pulled himself up from the ground, and blood dripped down his face, colouring the snow crimson. He raced towards him, landing in a defensive crouch in front of the injured boy. Astrid came at him with her axe, but Jack frosted it with a blink of his eyes, then balled his hand into a fist, causing the metal to disintegrate and fly away with the breeze. Momentarily stunned without her weapon, Astrid was still for approximately two seconds before she let out a cry and lunged towards Jack, deciding to fight him with just her hands. He leaped at the same time and collided with her in mid air, wrapped his arms around her, pinning her to his body as he brought her higher and higher into the air. She thrashed and bucked against him, screaming with rage. "Let. Me. Go!"

Jack bent his lips to his ear, his voice icy cold. "As you wish."

He dropped her, and she screamed, panic flowing through her. But then she hit something, and another, and more and more of them as she descended, smacking her face, her limbs, tangling in her hair and her clothes until she hit the ground with a thud. She realised he'd dropped her on top of a tree and she stared, dazed, at the canopy of branches above her. She wondered if he'd dropped her so she'd have some form of cushion for her fall or whether it was an accident. Either way, it was a mistake. Astrid hauled herself up again, ignoring the thudding in her head to search for Jack. He was trying to hold off Stoick now, deliberately trying to lead him away from Hiccup. Jack lifted his hands and summoned the snow and the wind to form around Stoick, faster and faster under they formed a mini hurricane, pulling the large man in many directions at once. Stoick couldn't see anything but a wall of white and he howled, trying to keep hold of his sword. He slashed through the white, getting the smallest of glimpses of Jack's panicked face before it was covered again.

On the other side of the clearing, Astrid was crawling towards Hiccup, who was looking at her with pleading eyes. He didn't want to fight her, but he could see that she wasn't going to give up. She reached him, and as he opened his mouth, she punched him, slamming her fist across his jaw. Hiccup gasped as the pain hit him. His face stung, but he pulled himself up again and looked at her. "Astrid, please-"

She punched him again. "That's for lying to me."

She straddled him, and as he looked at her with unblinking eyes, she swung her fists down, smashing his face side to side. Blood dripped down his face, from his nose, his lip, his head, but he didn't complain. He didn't make a sound. He lay there, letting her hit him. Astrid slowed her fists until she was sitting on top of him, tears dripping down her face. This was no fair fight, he didn't want to hit her. Why did he always have to be so nice? She balled her fists in her hair as she cried, her voice breaking. "Why did you do this to me?"

He looked at her, his voice soft and words simple. "I love him."

"Hiccup, he's fae. He's tricked you, you cant love him. You need to love me, because I love you and that's how these things are supposed to work." She said, her fits pummeling against his chest lightly.

Hiccup tilted his head to face Jack. He was trying so hard to keep Stoick back, and Hiccup could see how weak he was getting keeping it up. Jack turned his face and saw Hiccup, at his eyes flashed gold. Instantly, he dropped the hurricane and raced towards Hiccup, roughly shoving Astrid off. She scowled, but Jack snarled -a deep guttural sound from the pit of his stomach- and she flinched, staying back. His cold hands touched Hiccup's face tenderly as he assessed his injuries, and the breath hitched in his throat. "Oh, Hiccup..." Jack's white hands were stained red with his blood, but he didn't care. "You didn't even try to fight her did you?" Jack looked at Astrid as she shifted her gaze, almost guiltily.

Hiccup looked up at him, panic in his eyes. "Jack!"

Before Jack could reply, he felt pain sear through his back, and he was flung forward harshly. Stoick's foot had kicked him right in the spine, with enough force to break it if he were human. Jack groaned as he struggled to keep his fingers around his staff. He raised his hand, but Stoick brought his foot down again, this time on Jack's fingers. He grunted in pain, horribly aware of Hiccup's screaming. He was crawling towards him as fast as he could, the blood from his head wound dripping into his eyes, obscuring his vision. Stoick kicked Jack in the chest so hard that he rolled over and coughed out two droplets of golden blood into the snow. By the time he was able to lift his hand, another kick, this time to his face, sent him flying.

Jack seethed in pain as he lay in the snow. Stoick looked down at him in disgust, but with pride, too. "Your head will be mounted in my house, where I will curse you every single day, Jokul." He swung his sword down, and Jack closed his eyes. It was iron, and it would kill him, quickly he hoped. He wondered if Hiccup knew just how much he loved him and how sorry he was. He never meant for this. The sound of the sword plunging into flesh flooded Jack's ears and he shuddered, waiting for the pain. But it never came. Astrid's shriek filled his ears, and he opened his eyes to see Hiccup, with Stoick's sword right through his stomach, the tip poking out the other end. He had dived in front of his father's sword with the last of his energy to save Jack, and now he stood, looking down at the blood pouring from his stomach. "Oh."

Stoick blanked as he pulled his sword out, shock on his face. A trickle turned into a stream, and as the blood dripped down Hiccup's clothes, staining everything it touched, Stoick couldn't breathe. He hadn't seen him, he had his eyes closed, he never meant to stab him. It was a mistake, a horrible horrible mistake. He just wanted to kill Jack, not Hiccup. As he looked at his sword poking through his son's stomach he felt sick to his core, and his voice was weak. "I-I didn't mean.."

Astrid screamed, her fists this time punching Stoick. "What did you do? What did you do?! He's dying!"" She dropped to her knees, her hands trying to cup the blood pouring from Hiccup's stomach in a vain attempt to get in back inside his body, to keep him alive. Jack stared at Hiccup, disbelief in his eyes. He held Hiccup close, his fingers holding his wound together to stop the bleeding. "Why did you do that, Hiccup?" Why would you do this to me?"

Hiccup started at the beautiful boy and raised his hand to wipe away a tear. "I had to. You always protect what's yours."

Jack laughed, but it got stuck in his throat, and he crushed his thumb along Hiccup's cheekbone gently. "Hiccup? I need you to listen to me, you're not going to die, okay?"

Hiccup stared at those beautiful blue eyes and smiled. He could feel the warm stickiness of his blood as it oozed out him, covering both of them in a crimson cover. His body was aching with pain, the worst pain he'd ever felt, but he could push it aside just enough to lie with Jack. He felt faint and his vision blurred, but he raised an unsteady hand anyway and placed it on Jack's face, leaving bloody smears on his porcelain skin. "Yes, I am."

Jack gripped his face tightly. "No you are not." He whirled to face Stoick, bracing himself for the hardest thing he'd ever have to do. "I can heal him, but I don't have much time. I never meant for the boy to die, I was just playing about, having some fun." He took a deep breath. "Playing tricks. I don't love him, and he only thinks he loves me. I'll heal him, and then you'll never see me again. Just promise me, promise me, that you understand that I tricked him. He's done nothing wrong, it was me. Don't punish him."

Stoick sank to his knees, his face as white as Jack's, and nodded weakly. "I understand. Heal him, please."

Hiccup's face crumpled as he heard Jack's words, sure that he must be mistaken. He tried to speak, but his words came out slurred, and Jack shushed him gently, his eyes boring into Hiccup's. He needed him to know he had to do this, for Hiccup's safety. Jack placed his hands over Hiccup's wounds, and muttered something in fae. It was a chant, and as he did so, his eyes glowed completely gold, and his whole body radiated light. He channeled the light to his hands, focusing on closing Hiccup's wound. He hoped it wasn't too late, it couldn't be too late. He had to save him, or die trying. He concentrated harder, beads of sweat forming on his forehead. He chanted louder, pressing his fingertips on Hiccup's wound, until eventually, the gash started to knit together again, and the blood loss ceased. Jack continued until Hiccup's skin was completely back to normal, apart from the faint scar he now had. Jack collapsed on top of Hiccup, exhausted. Bringing someone back from the brink of death was an extreme feat which depleted a fae's magic for many days. He lay his head on Hiccup's chest, hearing for a heartbeat. It was there, although extremely faint. Jack let out a breathy laugh as he heard it, his hand sliding underneath Hiccup's head. He tilted his head up gingerly, and spoke to him. "Hiccup? Hiccup, can you open your eyes?"

Hiccup stirred as he heard the familiar sound of Jack's voice, and when he opened his eyes and found himself staring right into Jack's, he smiled happily. "So Valhalla is real."

Jack laughed, then stopped himself. He looked down at Hiccup, clearing his throat, and removed himself from the boy. "Well, you're alive. Good." He stood, swaying slightly, and faced Stoick. "I will leave now."

"Wait," Hiccup gasped. "You're leaving? Don't go."

Jack looked at him, his eyes hard. "Hiccup, be quiet. I want to go. And I wont be coming back."

"But..but I love you." He said, brokenly. What was Jack doing? Why was he leaving?

"Well I don't love you. This was just a trick, Hiccup. You only think you love me, the effects will wear off in a few days. This never meant anything, Hiccup, I'm sorry." The words were emotionless, but Jack could feel his heart breaking as he said them. Hiccup stared at him with such confusion, such hurt, that he almost dropped to his knees and kissed him right then. Almost.

As Jack began to walk away, leaning heavily on his staff, he could hear Hiccup's cries and he wavered. Hiccup crawled towards him, but his dad's arm swung around him and pulled him back, leaving him unable to move. He screamed and thrashed, begging Jack not to leave. "Jack! Jack! Come back, please! You can't leave me, I love you! I love you. I love you..." Hiccup cried, tears dripping down his face. He tried to break free, to run after Jack and prove to Jack that it was real, that they did love each other, but his dad's arm was a cage from which there was escape.

Jack walked into the forest until he was out Hiccup's sight, then he sat against a tree and shuddered, sobs racking his body. It killed him to do it, to tell him that he never loved him, especially after Hiccup had just sacrificed himself, but it had to be done. Hiccup would never be safe if Jack was here, especially not around Stoick and Astrid. Their pride was more important than Hiccup's happiness, the thought that he might actually have fallen in love with Jack on his own so awful to think about, that the only reasonable conclusion was that Jack had tricked him. Jack lay on the forest floor, his tears dripping down his face. When they slipped off and landed on the dead leaves beneath him, they seemed to absorb it, and then colour flowed through them, and they were healthy again. If only it was that easy to fix people, he thought. He could hear Hiccup's relentless cries, although the seemed to be getting fainter, as if Stoick was carrying him home. Eventually, they faded until he could hear nothing. It was then, now that he knew Hiccup was safe, that he decided it was safe to get his energy back. Jack had neglected to tell Hiccup the fact that when he depleted his magic, he could replenish it by taking something else's energy, it's life source if you will. He dug his hands into the dirt of the forest, and with a deep breath, drew the life from the soil, the plants, the trees, the bugs and insects around him, the energy of the earth. It filled him, and he could feel the gold glow appearing over his skin again. He sat there for an hour, taking the energy slowly so as not to damage any wildlife. Finally, he was replenished, and he felt must better, physically. His heart still ached for Hiccup and the pain he caused to keep him safe, but it had to be done. It hurt him to think of a life without Hiccup in it, but maybe in a thousand years he will have forgotten about him, and it wouldn't hurt anymore to think about him. Jack let the wind take him, and carry him about the sky, wherever it pleased. He floated about aimlessly, until he saw his familiar surroundings, and realised he was coming to a landing outside Hiccup's window. He looked inside, thankful to see he was not here. He could hear him however, screaming downstairs, and a lot of clashing, as if he were throwing things about. Jack sighed, and climbed inside Hiccup's room. He traced the words "_Goodbye, my elska_" with his fingertip on his window ledge, and frost formed in the shape of the letters. As he stared at it however, he decided it was better to leave Hiccup with nothing, so he would really move on with his life. With a sigh, Jack wiped away the message, and leaped out the window, flying away from Berk for the final time.


	17. Chapter 17

The first year was the hardest. Every day Hiccup waited by his window, scanning the sky for any sign of his beloved, but he was nowhere to be seen. He called his name out of the window at night, desperately hoping Jack would hear it and come swooping in, declaring his love for Hiccup and flying them both away, but all he heard was silence in return. He didn't sleep, choosing to sit on his bed and wait every night until physical exhaustion forced him to lay his head down. Nightmares plagued him when he slept. It was always the same nightmare, and it first started as a dream. In it, Hiccup flew with a white haired boy with eyes as blue as the sea, who held him close as they soared above the mountains and across the ocean, Hiccup's hand able to skim across the waves. Jack would hold him tighter as they flew higher, kissing his face, his hair, his hands, muttering in his ear just how much he loved him. But then, as Hiccup would say it back, Jack's smile would disappear and his eyes would harden, all the traces of warmth leaving them. He would push Hiccup away, dangling him by his hand, his cold white fingers digging into the soft flesh of Hiccup's wrist. Then, the worst part of all, Jack would lift him up slightly, so he could look into Hiccup's eyes, and then he would lean in close, his voice empty of emotion, and whisper, "_I don't love you_." Jack would then drop him, and he would fly and tumble, spinning and screaming each time until he would violently awake, sweat dripping down his face and back. Stoick used to come in when he heard Hiccup's screams, but when they didn't stop after the first few months, he realised there was nothing he could do but let time heal his son. Hiccup hoped and prayed every day that it was a lie and that Jack would come back to him. He knew that Jack loved him, he just needed him to come back here and say it, prove it, but the boy never arrived.

Astrid visited him a few times a week for that first year, but she didn't speak. She sat beside him for hours each time, her hand rubbing Hiccup's back gently. Hiccup knew she believed it really was all magic, and that he didn't intentionally hurt her, but he also knew that she was wrong. No matter what Jack said, no magic made Hiccup fall in love. It was just meant to be. Why couldn't Jack come back for him and take him away? That way Stoick couldn't hurt him, and they'd be together forever, just as they should be. Even Toothless couldn't cheer him up. Astrid had to take the dragon out and ride him each day for exercise, since Hiccup never left his room. He stared at the window, each month becoming a picture of another season. Flowers began to bloom and bees buzzed, the weak sun making an appearance through the clouds. Then, it grew hotter and the rainfall was less, and through his window he could see the days lasting longer and the sky changing to an artist's palette. Eventually, the colours changed to golds and reds, and the blooming plants and trees shed their skins and littered the grounds with their beautiful colours. It grew colder, and the sun gave only light, not warmth. Finally, Hiccup's most anticipated months arrived, and winter appeared in Berk. He had once hated the season, but now it was his only hope at sighting Jack. He searched each day for an unusual breeze, or a perfect snowflake or an unexplained snowball, but he saw nothing. Only the rain and hail that Berk had ever seen. It was at this point, that Hiccup had his first thought that Jack may not actually come back, and it hurt. It felt worse than his father's blade pushing into his skin, worse than loosing his foot. This was an ache, resonating inside him as if he were completely hollow. It never stopped, and Hiccup's faith in Jack fractured. Meals would be placed outside his room door, but they'd go uneaten. Hiccup's already frail body grew even skinnier, until his cheeks were sallow, his ribs poked out through his skin, looking more like a cage for his heart rather than its protection. When he hunched forwards, the bumps of his spine were visible through his clothing. Astrid could feel the bones against her palm when she rubbed his back, and it made her shiver. She begged him to eat, but each time Hiccup just looked at her with sad, unblinking eyes. He survived off the smallest of bites, nibbles here and there, just enough to get by. Stoick was afraid that come winter, Hiccup would not have enough meat on his bones to make it through the cold nights.

But winter passed, and as the year drew to an end, Hiccup said the first word he had to anyone in a long, long time. "Thankyou." Astrid jumped, the quiet of Hiccup's voice so startling that she nearly fell off his bed. He hadn't once spoke to her, but here, sitting on his bed, he tore his eyes away from the window to look at her. "I mean it. Thankyou."

Astrid's own voice was shaky with shock. "What for?"

"For sitting with me all those times. For being patient." He whispered, fiddling with his hands. "I really thought he was going to come back, Astrid."

She sighed, blowing her fringe away from her eyes. She tilted Hiccup's face towards hers with a finger under his chin, and he flinched at the familiarity of that motion. Her voice was soft. "His spell has not worn off yet, has it? You still love him."

"Yes, I still love him. Right now it feels as if he's taken my heart away with him, and each day he's not here I feel more pain." Hiccup spoke quietly, his voice raspy from lack of usage. His fingers briefly touched his heart, his fingertips barely catching the rhythm of his weak pulse.

Astrid looked at his eyes, again caught unaware by their startling colours. They were the colours of the forest in summer, the brightest greens of the leaves and the warm brown of the ground that they had so frequently walked upon before. She sighed, and wrapped her arms around him, careful not to hug to hard. "It's okay, Hiccup. He must be really powerful, or you must be susceptible to magic more than others. I don't know why it still hurts you, but I know that it will get better soon. You have me. He left you, and he never really loved you, but I do, and I promise I wont leave."

Hiccup's breath hitched in his throat. Jack never loved him. It couldn't be true, he wished it wasn't, but a year had passed and still there was no sign of him. How can you leave someone you love? How can you give them no sign, no explanation, and just leave? How, Hiccup wondered, can you break someone's heart, and still have them pine for you? His head told him that it made sense that Jack didn't love him. After all, why would he do all that if he did? Why would he leave him with Stoick and Astrid forever if he loved him? Hiccup had to accept the truth that Jack just didn't love him, and played him for a fool. He was never going to come back. Even as he thought this, his heart missed a beat in protest. It was as if a part of him was still clinging to the minuscule hope that it was all a lie, a cover-up, and Jack was out there, alive, and in as much pain as Hiccup. He didn't know whether to indulge in it, or bury it away for as long as he could. His heart begged him not to give up on Jack, to just make it through it, but Hiccup was tired of the sadness. He was tired of waiting, tired of the hushed conversations between his father and Astrid, tired of defending Jack.

He looked at Astrid and very softly kissed her mouth, and drew back. "Yeah, I still have you."
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	18. Chapter 18

**Time changed, and Hiccup changed with it. **

_FIVE YEARS LATER_

It had been an eternity since Jack had last seen Hiccup. He couldn't tell whether it had been one year or one hundred years, but either way it felt much, much too long. His heart broke the day he left, and the image of Hiccup's betrayed face was etched into his brain. He still remembered his screams, begging Jack to come back to him, shouting that he loved him. The words flew in his head, filling him with yearning and regret until he felt he would burst. He had stayed away from Berk for so long, afraid that if he ever thought about it he would fly straight over just to hold Hiccup in his arms. But he made the right decision, and kept Hiccup safe. Maybe his life would be better without Jack. The mere thought stung, and his expression soured. He knew it was childish, but he almost wanted Hiccup to be feeling the same pain he'd felt every day since he left. He really hoped Hiccup still knew he loved him, and still loved Jack in return. If he didn't, it would make Jack's visit to Berk a lot worse. He never planned to come back, but he couldn't stand the crippling loneliness anymore. His whole body ached for Hiccup, desperate to feel his warm skin and feel his breath against his neck as he lay cradled in his arms. Without him, there didn't even seen to be a point to anything anymore. Why smile if it wasn't directed at Hiccup? Why laugh if it wasn't shared with him? Why show off if he wasn't there to applaud him? Why exist if there was no Hiccup in his life? He told himself he wouldn't disturb Hiccup, just view him. Just see him one last time to make sure he was okay, and then he would leave. All he needed was one glimpse to make sure he had done the right thing. Just one visit.

. - . - . - . - . - . - . - . - . - . -

Hiccup kissed Astrid on the cheek before leaving for the door, calling out a cheery, "See you later, sweetheart."

Astrid laughed and punched him on the shoulder lightly, a wicked smile on her lips. "I told you not to call me that. I'm a Queen, at least to you."

Bowing, Hiccup brushed his lips against her knuckles and grinned. "Of course, your Highness. I'll be back soon."

With that, he set off for the forest, Toothless by his side. He petted the dragon's scaly head, letting out a low whistle. "Marriage, Toothless. It's inevitable. Can't believe it's my wedding tomorrow."

The dragon grumbled in agreement and Hiccup smiled, nudging him playfully. Astrid had asked him to get more wood for the fire since their winter stock had ran low in the cold nights recently and he'd been only too happy to comply. He loved her, but she was becoming insufferable with demands and worries now that the wedding was so close, so he took any opportunity to flee the house. She constantly asked him to make sure everything was perfect, as Stoick had arranged to have the four neighbouring clans chief's come to the wedding in a sign of unity. Astrid was extremely excited to meet them and start up a training program so they could ride and train their dragons, too. She was always very proud of Hiccup for that, he noticed. It was nice. His feet crunched through the leaves, intending on taking his usual path by the lake, but for some reason he found himself walking in a different patch of the woods, a part he hadn't been to in six long years. It was the clearing where he has last seen Jack, and his pace slowed when he reached it. It looked the same as always, but the feeling of dread and pain filled him again at the sight of it. He walked towards the middle, stopping where he had been stabbed by his own father. He remembered the pain intently, the metal slicing through him like he was made of butter. But the physical pain was still nothing compared to the pain of seeing Jack walk into that forest, never to return. Anger and bitterness stirred inside Hiccup, and he took a deep breath, forcing it down. It had been six years, he needed to get over it. Jack never loved him, period. But he had a beautiful woman who did. Even if she didn't truly understand him, and they fought, she did love him. And he supposed that he'd grown to love her, too. He didn't need anyone else. As he sat there, snow began to fall and he cursed, catching some in his hand. "Ugh."

A silky voice spoke timidly from behind him. "Still not a fan of my work?"

Hiccup froze, his whole body unable to move. He knew that voice, he could never forget that voice, but it couldn't be happening. It wasn't real. He resisted the overwhelming urge to turn around and faced forward, concentrating on his breathing. It wouldn't be him. It couldn't be him.

The voice came again, this time sounding closer. "Hello, Hiccup. Long time no see."

Hiccup rose, his hands shaking in anger so hard that he balled them into fists. His joints felt as if they were rusty metal, protesting when he tried to force them to move. Slowly, he turned around, attempting to brace himself from what he was about to see. But nothing could have prepared him. Jack stood before him, the same as ever. Hiccup was as tall as him now, having shot up in the past years. Jack's skin was still that same untouched porcelain, his eyes the most vibrant and vivid blue that Hiccup had ever seen. His long white hair blew in the breeze, and his eyes settled on that lop sided grin, the beauty of it causing his heart to miss a beat. He was still the most ethereal, beautiful thing ever created, and Hiccup hated him. He fought to keep his voice calm. "Six years to be exact."

Jack's dark eyebrows shot up and he nodded, his mouth forming a small 'o'. "Six years? It felt like six hundred without you."

Hiccup ignored him. "What do you want?"

Jack's brows knitted together at Hiccup's tone. This was not the sweet lovable boy he had left; this was a strong angry man. "I just wanted to check up on you." He said softly. " You've certainly...filled out." It was true. Where once Hiccup had been a young boy with spindly arms ans twig legs, he was now broad and muscled, the outline of his biceps poking through his shirt. He was taller now, the same height as Jack, and his auburn hair was longer and thicker, with small pleats tied in it. His jaw had thickened, a faint sheet of stubble forming, and his cheekbones became more pronounced. He wore on him leather and scales, with buckles and cord tied round his legs and waist, and Jack couldn't stop staring. He was _hot_.

"Really?" Hiccup seethed, taking a step closer to Jack. "You just wanted to 'check up on me'? Why is that again? Oh yeah, I remember. It's because you left me, distraught and brokenhearted, all for some stupid 'fun' that you wanted to have with me. While I am _so _glad I got to play your fool, Jack. Get away from me."

The words hit Jack like a blow, and he faltered, failing to find the words. "Hiccup, no, please, you have to listen to me. It was never a trick, I loved you! I still do, please. I had to leave, I had to keep you safe."

Scoffing, Hiccup ran a hand through his hair, glaring at Jack. "No, no you don't love me. And you never did. Because if you loved me, you would have come back sooner. You wouldn't have left me, Jack. I waited for you, everyday for a full year. I didn't sleep, I didn't eat, all because I didn't want to miss it in case you came back for me. You left no sign for me. No hope. Wen you left, you broke my heart."

Jack felt a tear sliding down his face and he stepped forward, his arms outstretched, but Hiccup batted them away fiercely. He cried, "I did love you, Hiccup. I always have and I'm always going to, please just believe me. I'm so sorry, I never meant to do this to you, I thought I was keeping you safe from Stoick and Astrid. I thought that, that if I could just keep you safe..."

The next thing Jack felt was a punch slammed into his jaw, and he fell sideways, shock coursing through him. Hiccup had never hit him before in his life, but now he stood, bitterness and anger in his eyes, looking at Jack. "Shut up. Just shut up. You could've told me your plan, you could've come back and told me that it was fake, or that you would be back, or even that you wouldn't. Because it wasn't the waiting that hurt, Jack. If you told me you'd be back in two years I would've waited those years without complaint, because that's what you do when you're in love. It wasn't the waiting that hurt. It was the not knowing. I had no idea where you were, how you felt, if this was real or fake or if you even loved me or what I had done wrong that had driven you away. I was so alone and so confused, and you ripped out my heart, and you broke it."

Jack lay there, sobs huffing his chest. Hiccup was right, he hadn't done anything right and now he'd driven away the only good thing that had ever happened to him in all of his life. He choked on his words, desperate to make this right, to find a way. "I'm sorry. I'm so sorry, you're right. I messed it up, I didn't tell you anything and I should've. I thought that once I was out the picture, you'd forget about me, and you'd be able to move on. I thought that I would never be able to be with you again, and when you're immortal, and the one thing that makes your life worth living is taken away, it's just easier to hide, and pretend it didn't happen. I was selfish, Hiccup. I'm so sorry, I deserve all of this."

Hiccup's lip quivered and a tear rolled down his own cheek. He sank to his knees next to Jack, ignoring the throbbing pain in his hand from where he'd slammed it against his marble jaw. It hurt to see him lying there, crying. He was so beautiful, too beautiful to cry, Hiccup decided. His heart still missed a beat whenever those blue eyes caught his, and Hiccup wrestled between his emotions, desperately trying to figure out what he should be feeling. "How could I ever move on? My life was just a sky of stars before you. But then you came in, you were the brightest, biggest comet, and you lit my sky up in every colour possible. But then you left, and you took all the stars with you, and I lived in darkness, Jack. I was alone for so long. It was Astrid who put me back together, after a very long, tiresome three years. You were gone, and she became the only star in my sky."

"What are you saying?" Jack asked lifting his head to look at Hiccup. He raised a finger and, very tentatively, brushed away one of Hiccup's tears. He had forgotten what the wash flush of Hiccup's skin against his own had felt like, and it sent shivers down his spine. "Don't you love me anymore?"

Hiccup closed his eyes, his fingers grabbing at fistfulls of snow. He didn't know what to say, what to think, and his head was aching. he looked up, crying harder. "I'm saying that you're too late. I'm marrying Astrid tomorrow."

Jack sat in silence, unable to comprehend what he'd just hard. Hiccup and Astrid. Getting married. He thought about it, confused as to what he was feeling. Didn't he want Hiccup to be with her? Isn't this why he left, so Hiccup could have a normal relationship? If Hiccup was happy, then why did it hurt so much? Jack knew he should be happy for him, but all he could give Hiccup was a long, pained look, shaking his head slightly. "Don't say it's too late. Please."

"The wedding is tomorrow, Jack. I'm sorry, but you broke me and she picked up the pieces. She loves me."

"I love you." Jack cried, grasping at Hiccup's hands. "Can't you see? I did this because I love you. I was an idiot because I love you. I left because I love you. When that sword hit you Hiccup, I felt like my world stopped. I couldn't breathe, the earth stopped moving, and all I could think was '_no._' I never wanted you to be hurt like that again, my _elska_. Leaving you was the only way to keep you safe from harm, Hiccup. I did this because I love you, more than you could possibly ever understand."

A shiver went through Hiccup's spine as he was hit with another wave of nostalgia at his long forgotten nickname. He stared at those beautiful intense eyes, long black lashes stuck together with tears, and sighed. He felt his anger melt away and hesitantly, he placed his forehead against Jack's. "I understand. A part of me knew that you couldn't have faked us. We were too real, too alive, too in love for it to be a joke. But that was the tiniest bit of hope in a sea of pain and doubt. And sometimes hope is like using string to pull in a drowning man from sea; it's just not strong enough to hold onto."

Jack lifted his head up from Hiccup's, placing his palm on his chest instead. He looked at him intently, his eyes begging. "But you have held onto it, Hiccup. I know you have. You've kept it buried in your heart for so long, but it's there. Because I know you still love me, Hiccup."

Hiccup sighed wearily. "I love...Astrid, Jack. We belong in the past, things have changed now. Astrid is my future."

"I love you." Jack said simply. "And unless you can look me in the eyes right now and tell me you don't love me, and that you never want to see me again, you know that you love me, too."

Hiccup looked at him, really looked at him. He looked at the curve of his cheekbones when he spoke, the sharpness of his jaw, the way his thick lashes brushed against his cheeks when he blinked. He looked at how his long tapering fingers fit perfect against his own, and how his pale lips were soft, with the slightest hints of pink, like a fresh rosebud. He noticed how his skin had no imperfection, and how his long white hair blew in a breeze only he felt. But he looked beyond that. And he saw a boy, who loved him so deeply and unconditionally that he would sabotage their relationship to keep him safe, and force him to move on out of a pursuit for Hiccup's happiness. He saw someone kind, and brave, and loving and powerful, but who had no defenses up right now. Hiccup could swear that he could see into Jack's soul, and it was pure, and gentle and soft. He saw amusement, and loyalty, and there was not one sign of maliciousness. Hiccup closed his eyes. He knew now for sure that Jack had not made Hiccup a fool. As angry as he was for being left for so long, his sky was filled with the comet again, and he couldn't let it leave. Jack had his heart, and always would have it. He didn't know much, but he know that he was impossibly in love with Jack Frost. The words came out in a whisper. "I love you."

The next thing he felt was Jack's lips pressed against his, kissing him with an intensity that he'd never expected. He gasped, shock flowing through him, and kissed back, trying in a vain attempt to pour all him emotions of the past years into it. Their lips moved together in a motion so perfect, like a dance only they knew, as if they had complete symbiosis. Hiccup's hands tangled in Jack's hair and he drank him in, the taste of the other boy filling his mouth. He tasted fresh and cool, like a mountain river, untouched by anything else. It was as if Hiccup was in a desert and Jack was the only drop of water; he couldn't get enough. Hiccup's stubble scratched Jack's face slightly and he smiled into the kiss- he had started pursuing this kiss when Hiccup could barely grow a chin hair, and he was finally getting it when he was on his way to growing a beard. Jack placed his hands on either side of Hiccup's face and drew back, breathing heavily. "I have waited seven years for that kiss."

Hiccup laughed and kissed him again, this time softly. "Was it everything you expected?"

"No." Jack said, giving a grin when Hiccup's face fell. "It was much,_ much_ better."

Hiccup laughed, but then his smile faded. "Jack, what am I going to do? I'm supposed to get married tomorrow."

Jack sighed, his fingers twirling Hiccup's hair. "You have to choose, my _elska. _If you pick Astrid, you can't be with me, because you know how she feels. And you'd have to tell her it was no trick, or they'll hunt me down, and possibly you too. So you would have to keep me a secret, and if we were ever to meet again, it would be sparingly. If you pick me, then we'll leave your wedding, and I'll take you away somewhere safe, where we can live together. You wont be able to see your family anymore, but you can bring Toothless."

Hiccup bent his head and groaned, leaning into Jack. He felt such betrayal to Astrid, the woman who had sat by his side patiently over the past six years and helped him. Who'd made him eat when he didn't want to, who encouraged him to go outside and fly again and join in on the games and get back to being the 'Hiccup' he used to be. She was so excited for the wedding, so excited to potentially form better alliances with the other clans and be married to the Chief's son, who would one day be the Chief. She loved him, but it was not enough. Hiccup sighed. "I said it before, so I guess I'll say it again. It's always you, no choice."

Jack smiled sadly, aware of everything Hiccup was giving up. He planted a small kiss on his cheek. resting their heads together. "Well, you better leave now. You have a wedding to stop."
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End file.
